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. {cif AHA 
FX UT of Grmithde tothe Meme 
0 — rable and Illuſtrious Patron of 
N my Infancy, Your Grace's Grand- 
N father, 1 preſume to lay this Co- 
medy at Your Feet: The Deſign of it is 
to baniſh out of Converſation all Entertain · 
ment which does not 


Mankind as your Grace J and if yon ir 1 
tronage can recommend it to all WhO ous 
_ * the Duke of On *, its Re- 
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iv Epiſile Dedicatory. 
ce gon will be as extenſive as the World 
"Twas the irreſiſtable Force of this Hu- 
manity in your Temper that has carry'd you 
through the various Succeſſes of War with 
the peculiar and undiſputed. Diſtinction, 
that you have- drawn your Sword without 
other Motive than paſſionate Regard for the 
Glory of your Country ; ſince before you 
entred into its Service, you were poſſeſs'd 
of its higheſt Honours, but could not be 
contented with the IIluſtrious Rank your 
Birth gave you, without repeating the glo- 
rious Actions by which it was acquired. 
But there cannot be leſs expected from 
the Son of an Ossoxy, than to contemn 
Life to adorn it; and with Munificence, 

_ Aﬀability, Scorn of Gain, and Paſſion for 
Glory, to be the Honour and Example. to 
the Profeſſion of Arms: All which enga- 
ging Qualities your noble Family has ex- 
erted with ſo ſtedfaſt a Loyalty, that in the 
moſt adverſe Fortune of our Monarchy, Po- 
pularity, which in Others had been invidi- 
ous, was a Security to the Crown, when 
lodg'd in the Houſe of Ox Mo. 

Thus your Grace enter'd into the Buſi- 
neſs of the World with ſo great an Expec- 
tation, that it ſeem'd impoſſible there could 
be any thing left, which might flill conduce 
to the Honour of your Name. But — 
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© Pyiltle Dedicatry. © 
moſt memorable Advantage your Country 
has gain'd this Century, was obtain'd under 
your Command ; and Providence thought 
fit to give the Wealth of the Indies into his 
Hands, who only could deſpiſe it; while 
with a | s Generoſity, 8 knows no 
| Reward but in Opportunities of beſtowing. 
The great Perſonage whom you ſucceed in 

ur Honours, made me before I was 
ſenſible of the Benefit, that this glorious 
Bent of Mind is Hereditary to you; I hope, 
therefore, you will pardon me, that I take 
the Liberty of. expreſſing my: Veneration 
for his Remains, by afſuring-Your Grace 
that I am, ; 


'My-Loxp, | 
Your Grace 
_ moſt Obedient, is 
and maſt. Devoted r 
anti ti, 
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ANT Ho- 10 oveht to be the ee tn 
ments, that af publick Repreſentations ſhould baus 
3 59) nothing in them but what is agrteable to the 
er 2-48 Mamers, Laws, Religion and Policy of the 
Place or Nation in which they are exhibited ; ps it is the 
. Complaint of the more Learned and Virtuous 2 
, that the Engliſh Stage has extremely offended in this 
kind: 1 thought therefore it would be an honeſt Ambition to 
Kttempt a Comedy, which might be no improper Entertain- 
ment in a Chriflian Common-wealth. 

In order to this, the Spark of this Play is introduced 
with as much Agility and 22 as he brought with him 
from France; and as much Humour as I bo... beflow upon 
him, in England. But he uſes the Advantages of a (earned 
Education, a ready Fancy, and à liberal Fortune, without 
the Circumſhefion and good Senſe which Joould akways at- 
tend the Pleaſures of a Sa that is fo fay, a rea- 
fonable Creature. 

Thus he makes falſe Lowe, gets drunk, Ad hilb his Man ; 
but in the fifth A# arwwakes from his Debauch, with the 
Compun#tion and Remonſe ehe. to a Man's fird- 
ing himſelf in a Goal for the Death of his Friend, without 
his knowing © 

The Angui dale expreſſes, and the mutual Sorrow 
between an only Child and a tender Father in that Diſtreſs, 
are, perhaps, an to the Rules e Comedy, but 1 am 
Sure they are a Juſtice to thoſe of Morality : And Paſſages 
of Saba a Nature being ſo frequently applauded on the Stage, 
it is high time that wwe ſhould no longer draw Occaſions of 
Mirth from thoje Inages which the Religion of our Country 
— us We ought to tremble at with Horror. 

But her Mt Excellent Majefly has taken the Stage into 


Her — ; and aue may hope by Her gracious In 
Auence 
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flaence on the Muſes, Wit ail recover its Lpr feacy. ; 


and that by bring encourag'd in the Intereſts of Firtae, 
ui. * . of the gay Habit in «which it has tos 2 
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£2 the bender Powrs that arwe — 
Af. Are in a renbling Poet's Audience join, 
Where Jath bright Galaxies of Beauty fit, TSS 
Aud at their Feet aſſembled Men of Wit: 

Our Author therefore eons his deep Deſpair, 

To entertain the Learned or the Fair; 

Yet hopes. that both-will ſo much be his Friends, 


To pardon what he det, for what h intendiz; __  \ 
He aims te make the coming Action move | A 
On the dread Laws of Friendibip and Love nn 
Sure then he'll find but very few ſevere, 

Since there's of both ſo many Olja ber. 
He offers no groſi Vices to aur Sight, 


T hoſe too much Horror raiſe for juſt Delight ; 

And to detain th' attentive knowing Ear, 

Pleaſure muſt ſtill have ſamething that's ſevere, © 

If then you find our Author treads the Stage 5 
With juſ regard io a reforming Age; 

He hopes, he humbly hopes, you'll think there's due 


Mer to him, for Juſtice done to you. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


WE, 7 MEN. 


d Blut. Captain Griffin. 
; Young Beokwitr, Mr. Wilks, 
TZavenore. Mr. Milli. © 
Frederick, | Mr. Toms, © 
Latine. Mr. Cibber. _ 
Storm. | | Mr. Pinkethman. 
Charcoal; © 2 „ Julloci. ; 


W 5 WOMEN. 
Penelope, Mrs. Rogers. 
Vietia, Mrs. Oldfeld, 
Betty, Mrs. Cox. Hats 
AA | Mrs. Lucas. 


Conflables, Watch, Teig, Crolmaid, and ſeveral 
ym e 
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LADIES FRIENDSHIP. 


—— A. La _ 


ACTI. SCENEL 


SCENE, St. James's Park. 
Enter Young Bookwit and Latine. | 
LATINE. 


UT have you utterly left Oxford? _ 
T. Book. For ever, Sir, for ever; my 
Father has given me leave to come tc 
> Town, and I don't queſtion but will 
my Return be in my own Choice—But 
know we were talking in 
| of the Neceſſity, in Intrigues, 
of a faithful, yet a prating Servant We 
therefore to caſt Lots whe ſhould be the other's Foot- 
man fur the preſent Expedition Fortune, that's 
always blind, gave me the Superiority, 
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eig no more fo, yy one 
3:1 And I OS gs pur 
very Rumble Servant i 's 
a7 gr oer Begin cen the D e wu Vale 
25 Tees ue regiouſly Has the Fellow 
7 How is W Manner my Mien ? Do I move 
freely? Have I kick'd, off the Trammels of a Gown ? 
Or does not the Tail on't ſeem ſtill tuck'd under m 
Arm, where my Hat is? with a pert Juk forward, 
anda little erde in my Gait, like a Scholaſtic Beau 
—=—This Wig, I fear looks like a Ca - 


Lat. No, Faith, it looks like a Cap and Gown 
too; tho? at the fame time you look as if you ne'er 
had worn either 


careleſs ? 
- negligent and erect ? that is, 
do I wok as if I could "kill a Man without being out 
. Humour 7 I horridly miſtruſt myſelf— Am I 
military enough in my. Air? 1 fancy People ſee I un- 
Kilian C Don't I pore a little in my Viſage — 
ant I a down bookiſh Lour? a wiſe Sadneſs? 
I don't look-gay enough and unthinking, I fancy. 
Lat. I proteſt you wrong yourſelf : You leok 
very briſk, and very ignorant. 
. Book. Oh fe am afraid you flatter me. 
Lat. I don't indeed —— T'll be hang'd if my Tutor 
; would know either of us But, good Maſter, 
to hat .uſe do you deſign to put the noble. Arts and 
Sciences he taught us The Conduct of our Live 
the Government of our Paſſions, were his daily al | 
to us, good Man ? 

T. Book, Good Man! Why Ill obey his Precepts, | 
but abridge em For as he uſed to — me, Pll 
contract my Thoughts —as I'll tell you, Jaca. 
For the Paſſions, I'll turn em all into that one dear 
Paſfion, Love; and when that's the only Torture of 
my Heart, I'll give that tortur'd Heart quite away, 


Any there's any ſuch thing as Pain, and turn Szoick a 
ſhorter way than &er thy Tutor taught thee—This 18 


the new Philoſophy, you Rogue you 1 


The Lxpres Farenpeme. Ty 


W et d thopghe 
. "= Book. No ; for as when I Walk, I'd have you 
know by my Motion I can dance; ſo when I ſpeak 
I'd have you ſee I read yet would ordinarily 
neither cut Capers, nor talk Sentences But 
you prate as if I came to Ton to get an Employ- 
ment; No; hang Bufinefs——ba care, let 
it live and proſper among the Men IH ne'er 
near the ſolemn ugly things again Fl keep Com- 
any with none bat Ladies — bright Ladies 
By Londen ! Lenden Oh Woman! Woman I T am 
come where thou liveſt, where thou ſhineft. © 
| Lat. Hey-day ! why, were there no Women in 
Oxford? u 
'Y. Book. No, do; Why, do you. chink a, Bed- 
maker's a Woman ? „„*RFk᷑TÄVr 
{ at. Yes, and thought you knew it. 
Y. Bock. No, no, tis no ſuch thing—As be that 
is not honeſt or brave is no Man; ſo the that is not 
witty or fair is no Woman — No, no, Fack—to 
come up to that high Name, and Object of De ſitæ 


She mult be gay and chaſte, ſhe muſt at once attract, 
and baniſh you— I don't know how to expreſs my 
ſelf—but a Woman methinks is æ Being between us 
and Angels—She has ſomething in het that at the 
ſame time gives Awe and Invitation; "and I ſwear 
to you, I was never out on't yet—Bar Talways judg'd 
of bees, as I obſery'd they judg'd of Women: There 


is nothing ſhews a Man ſo. müch as the Object of his 


HT Aﬀetions ——But what do you ſtare at fo cont, 


ay TTY TIES | 
Lat. Faith, Sir, I am wondring at — 
tis poſſible you could be ſo janty a Town "$2: 4 
Moment, and. have fo eaſy a Behdvipur—— T look 
methinks to you, as if 1 were really your Footman.— 
7. Book. Why, if you're ſerious in what you ſay— 
Lowe it wholly to the Indulgence of an excellent 
Father, in whoſe Company I was always free, ind 
unconſtrain d But what's this to Ladies, Fack,-to 


die. 


— 


College Face and Phraſe t'accoſt a Lady — Madam, 
I bring your 1 a learned Heart, one newly 


to atchie ve 


12 The Lrixo Lovzx: er, 


Ladies I was going to tell you I had ſtudy d em 
and know how to my Approaches to em by 
contemplating. their Frame, their inmoſt Temper— 
I don't ground my Hopes on the ſcandalous Tales 


and Opinions your wild Fellows kave of em 


Fellows that are but mere Bodies Machines 
which at beſt can but move gracefully—No, I draw 
my. Pretences from Philoſophy, from Nature q 
Lat. Yowll give us by and by a Lecture over your 

Miſtreſs: you can diſſect her. "a 

F. Book. That I can indeed, and have ſo accurately 
obſerv'd on Woman, that I can know her Mind by 
Her Eye, as well as her Docter ſhall her Health by her 
Pulſe ] can read Approbation through a Glance 
of Diſdain—Can ſee when the Soul is divided by a 
ſparkling Tear that twinkles and betrays the Heart: a 

arkling Tear's the Dreſs and Livery of Love 
of Love made. up of Hope, and Fear, of Joy and 
61e 

| 53 But what have the Wars to do with all this? 

Why muſt you needs commence Soldier all of a ſud- 


n | 
T. Book. Were't not a taking Complement with my 


niverfity——1f you want Deſini- 


come from the 
tions, Axioms, and Arguments, I am an able School- 


man— I've read Ariflotle twice over, compar'd his 
jarring Commentators too, examin'd all the famous 
Peripateticks, know where the Scotiſts and the No- 
minals differ : This certainly muſt needs enchant a 
| A This is too much on th' other fide, 
T. Book. The Name of Soldier bids you better 
welcome: Tis Valour and Feats done in the Field, 
a Man ſhould be cry'd up for nor is't ſo hard 


— 


Lat. The Fame of it, you mean 1 
F. Book. Ves; and that will ſerve "T's but look 


ing big, bragging with an eaſy Grace, and confident- 
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1 "ts, 

Y. Book. bat ie 1 hee par 6 nt 
Soldier with my red Coat, that I came here t obſerve 
the Ground I am to engage upon Here muſt I aQ, 
1 know, ſome Lover's art, and therefore came to 
view this pleaſant Walk .I privately rambled to 
Town laſt November —— Here," ay here ſtood and 
gaz d at high Mall, till I forgot twas Winter, 6 
ANY She's march'd 44 on. ! bn 
ear things trip, trip along, breathe ſo ſhort, | 

Yeafen 4 not without 


2 1 65 7 they 
orce leave ear were 
intollerabl 


y handſome. 

Lat. You'll ſee, perhaps, ſuch — how 
to come at *em—— _ 
T. Book, Ay, there's it, how to come at em | 

Lat. Are enerous ? 

T. Book. thin I am no Niggard 

Lat. You muſt entertain them hi 
about em. They talk of Ovid, his Art of Loy- 
ing, be liberal, and you outdo his The 
Art of Love, E is the Art of Giying-eBe free to 
& 3.3 ; —— N 
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9, they'll e free to you, Not evry_open- 
| 9 ſy Hey vs it neither,” Some give by 4:3 
; and yet neer oblige.. The manner, you know, of do- 
| ing a thing 1 is more than the ted it Tef—Some drop 
+ ewel, which had been ref if bluntly offer d. 
» Y. Book. Some loſe at lap What "they deſign a 
ent. 

Lat. Right — the $kill is eo be generons, and 
ſeem not to know it of your ſelf, "tis done with fo 
much eaſe ; but a e Blockhead Preſents His Mi- 
 ftreſs as he 2 give an Alm ———— 

W. Boek. Leaving | ſuch Blockheads to their deſerv'd 
W Fortune Tell me if thou know I theſe Ladies? 

Lat, 6, not I, Sir, they are above an Arademick 
Converſe 7 bes Fe Teen ten thouſand 
Verſes writ i e Dave ity on Wenches not kit to 
be either of t Fra Handmaids— never ſpoke to ſuch 
a fine thing as either in my whole Liſe— Pm down- 
Tight aſleep © ſudden — 1 muſt fall back, and glad 
it is my Place to do ſo: Vet I can get you e 
Foe 8 — Iii to the Footman. i 

. Book, Do you think hell tell: 

Lat. He Would not to you perhaps— but to a 
Baabe; Footman Do but liſten at the Entrance 

of the Mall at Noon, and you'll have all the Ladies 
Characters in Town among the Lacqueys ==— You 
know all. Fame begins Fo our Domeſtics =— 

T. Book. That was a wiſe Man's Obſervation 
Follow him, and know what you can. Exit Lathe. 


Enter Penelope, Viforia, Simon . 


1 "A Walk round would be too much for us 
we'll keep the Mall But to our Talk— I muſt 
confeſs I have Terrors when I think of marrying 
Levemore: He is indeed a Man of Zn done Cha 
rafter he has my. good Opinion, but Love does 
not always follow 3 e is ſo wiſe a Fellow, 
always ſo preciſely in the Right, fo obſerving and 
fo jealoys —— he's blameleſs indeed, but not to be 


commended What good he has, has no Grace in't: 
he's 


Nia. Offenſive * — 

Pen. Yes, — I don't 
of Virtue, or Prudence, or what 900 5 it, * 
| we can but juſt approve— That docs not win 


Lowvemore wants that Fire——that t Converſation-Spir 
1 would have 17 6 he's learn'd as well as 


ſay h 

diſcreet, but I'm no I that! : I'm ſure he's no 
Woman's Scheler L iſdom he ſhould turn-into 
Wit, and his Learning into Poetry or Humour. 

Vid. Well, I'm a ſo och of your: Mind, 1 
like a ſober Paſſion, 
Pie, A ſober Paſſion you took me op juſt ; now 
when I-faid an offenſive LE! or os Bie me Pal 


be „ moſt to a 
7. Book, [Catching ber.] How much am I * 
to an Accident, that favours me with an_Occafion 
of this ſmall Service] for "tis to me an Happineſs 
beyond Expreſſion thus to kifs your Hand. 
Pen. The Occaſion, met „is not ſo obligiag, 
nor the Happineſs you mention, worth that Name, 6, 
. Beck. Lis true, Madam, I owe it all to 3 
neither our Kindneſs nor my Induſtry, had any 
ſhare in't: Thus am I ſtill as Setchien as I was, for 
this Happineſs I ſo much prize had Ah ind. - 
fus'd my want of Merit. 
Pen. T has very ſoon, you ſee, loſt what y 
valued in it: But I find you and I, Sir, have a 
rent Senſe ; for in my Opinion we enjay | with mo 
Pleaſure, what we attain with leaſt Merit Merit 
is a Claim, and may pretend juſtly to Favour ; w 
without it what's conferr'd is more | - 
therefore more pleaſing. 
T. Book. You talk very well, Madam, of an Hap- 
pineſs you cant bly be „ 
joying without Deſert. But AY you have. done 
me a' very ſingular good Office, in . 190 oor 
my ſelf 1 much qualify'd for Felicity. 
ia, 


* 7 


16 The Lyino Lover: er, 


Via. I ſwear he's a very pretty Fellow, and how 
readily the Thing talles I begin to pity Lovemore, 
bur'T begin to hate Penelope, How he looks? he 
looks at her [ ce Spa -A. 
T. Book. But judge, Madam, what the condition of 
a Man moſt be, that can approach the Hand 
only of her he dies for, when her Heart is inaccefible 
ex. "Tis very well the Heart lies not ſo eaſily to be 
ſeized as the Haud — I find — Pray, Sir — I don't 
know what there is in this very odd Fellow, I'm not 
angry, tho“ he's downright rude. But I muſt 
T. Book. But your Heart, Madam, your Heart 

| peed; [Preffagh- 

- Pen. You ſeem'd, Sir, I muſt confeſs, to have 
ſhewn a ready Civility when Id like to fall juſt now, 
for which I cou'd not but thank you, and permit you 
to ſay what you pleas'd on that occaflon=— But your 
Heart, Madam ! *tis a ſure Sign, Sir, you know not 
me Or if you are what indeed you ſeem —— 
a Gentleman fare you forget your ſelf, or ra- 
ther you talk by Memory, a Form or Cant which you 
miſtake for ſomethin chart gallant. 15 
T. Book, Madam, I very humbly beg your Pardon, 
if I preſs'd too far, and too abrupt I forgot in- 
deed that I broke through Decencies, and that thoꝰ you 
have been long a Familiar to me, I am a Stranger to 


u. | 

7 Pim. Pray, familiar Stranger, what can you mean ? 
| L never ſaw you before this "inſtant, nor you me, I 

ve. | | 1 

T. Book. Perhaps not that you know of, Madam, — 
For your Humility, it ſeems, makes you ſo little ſen- 
ſible of your own Perfection, that you o'erlook your 
oa z nor have you cer obſerva me, tho” 1 ho- 
ver Day and Night about your Lodying, haunt you 
from Place to Place, at Balls, in the Park, at 
__ Church — 1 mou ou all the Serenades you've had, 
et never till this Minute cou'd I find you, and this 
inute an unfortunate one But this is always my 
Luck, when I'm out of the Field; Fey pag 
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The Lame: L 17 
Lia. een the Wins, ö 
. .. [—Madam——1—AIl that I know of the 


— 2 — 
They talk of Frexch Gold ——— What Heaps 
refus d Vet to be generous even to an Enemy, 1 mult 
allow that Prince has Reaſon for his Rancour to me.— 
There has not been a Skirmiſh, | 
1 bore Arms, , 1 made not one-im: 

my _ | tho?” you” don't-know is, often in the 


F - EO TE 


I u arapet.a 
K | fo ind when the ärſt Account came away. 
= Every Man has his Failing— Raſhneſt is my Favlt. 
4 La Don't you remember A certain Place call'd 
Oxford among your Towns, Sir? | 
—— > 3g 
xour pardon, Ladies; this Fellow knows I was ſhot 
in my left Arm, and cannot bear the leaſt Touch, 
yet will ſtill be ruſhing on me. 
Le.. eye » I think, hink, in every joint. Lei. 
. Pen, Do 3 bear an | 
bes —— 2 hag General 
wy money — ſaid, Tom, if thou would ſt 
but "Nick 1 3 tion, thou might ſt be 
ue, Madam, to have a 
aſt Summer's C 


F 
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Namn Wen adeed: tis rather mx way of 
ene ſack of our Aulies as moſt want mw. 
© Pew; But ſer you Soldiers never emo) ſuch u thing 
28:Reft Von but co £26 Winter- t turn 
your Malen on the Ladies, ch erer 
— Wwmfare. Ai "£31 nude x not for aff 9751! 1 
. Bk: d had immediately aeturnid to: Holland, 
but your "Beauties ht my [Arrival Here diſanmd ae 
Madam, made mt a Man of Bede, or vais d u Civil 
War within menather Fou took me Priſoner at ſiit 
ſight, and to your Charms I yielded up an Heart, ul 
then unconquer d. Martial (once beſt and 
4 to me) vaniſh'd before you. in a N and 
20 Thoughts bent to e and ſerve you. 
1 Tae ds nd rde BP in 
A 0 Rogert F bavd wrong not fe 
M Book. \Robane-o th? fadden theoof ill . 
* vet c er ybu quite furſalte me; authorive bay: 
afiion, licence- my jnnvcent Flames, and 
| i I" | 2 r ni 


Fer. He that wil ddve, and how what tis co love, 
will ek wo Leaverof any but hinfelf. LE. — 
Y. Book. Follow em, Jack. C ao or 
Tar. Iknowes much of em alrea as needs. Tie 
Foot man vas in his talking Vein The handſomer of 
NB ferve, and ſhe lives in the 3 8 
Y. Book. What Garden? SOT WAY 2 4 
ter? Chiojre@unies eien 1 
did not ſtay ts aſ her Name. but I hall eli 
in, Ttoolæ particular notice of the Liver. 
F. BeckoNeer. trouble thy ſeli nknowakdonfs 
ich my Heart and my good Genius tell mg, 'tis 
n 11 — . 
6 It, with reſpect to your Worſhip's Opinion, 
| Imiightipreſume! tobe of a rontrary _ oe] 
think the other the handiomet now. 
2. Beat. What the dumb Thing i che Prltgre Mo, 
Live is che Union of Minds, and ſhe-that en 
3 —— 
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I ſuppoſe ſome ſcolding Landlady lus made y —4 
enamour d with — But here are two © 


—— em war's roms 
thing by their Acton. e \ Shan] #3; og +] 
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Fred. 
too ? * \ 

Leue. Yes, Nang ——— 0 1 

Fa. Laſt Night ? R Nn: A {IS 1 5 
Love. Laſt Ni ut too. 3001 24. ene ADatk * 
Lowe, A very noble one, by l TY SE { 
Fred. Who pave — POT ARTS: 447 00 ener 
Lowe. That 1 4 bal 
I. Boat. For n 
* When 1 r 


* 


7 „ 
S320 2 2 ine! 
Manni 
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— e the 
Lo me La dier had the Fiddles 1 
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Y. Book. Water o ** DA 


2 Sometimes. 2 4 r s 121. . * 
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is kandfome? -* * Rar 4 f #7 2 1 . 
Lowe. I wet knee yes the is. 6 13 r 
J. B ook. And the Macke f 2E „ J $443 2561 "i 
Cove. Good, as we hear. 2030 7/2 doriigdiill 

| Y. Baok. 


e 
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Love. D' ene e r 
. can I chuſe, w ſes you thus admire 


(Fight Diveniſemen gave myſelf? | 


1 ſhould be ſorry elſe: I've been in Town 
this ed Thea C's ah: er not 
pear but a little yet by Day, I' ch' dark. o'th Even- 
ing I peep out, and incognito make ſome Viſits. Thus 
I ſpent my time but ill, were not 
Lat. Do yau know what you ſay, Sir ?—— Don't 
lay * on ſo chick 
T. Book Nay, you muſt be ſure to take care to be, 
in.the way as ſoon as they land, to ſhew up Stair 
44 Pardon, I was giving my Fellow ſome Di- 
rections about receiving ſome Woman of Quality that 

ſup with me to-night iz-9———— But you're my dear- 

eſt Friends, and ſhall hear all 

Faul to Love. ow Any FOR. BAR diſcovers 


T7. Book. Bod. I took ire Barge, and the rd for 
2 z the other I ld with 
all — „„ in the firſt were 
Fiadls, in the next Theords, Lutes, and Voices. 
Elutes and iuch Paſtoral Inſtruments i'th' third. 
ad Muſick from the. fourth did pierce the Air. 
Each Conſort vy d by turns 
Which with moſt Melody ſhou'd charm our Ears. 
The fifth the largeſt of 'em all, was neatly hung, 
Not with dull Ta , but with green Boughs, 
. Curiouſly interlac'd. to let in Air, 
' And every Branch with Jeflamins, and Orange 
Poſies deck'd. 
In this the Feaſt was kept. 
Hither with five other Ladies I led her whoſe Beauty 
Sus alone 


uhck 


| The Lavits Faizivanity, 
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. Love Dor ha thaw ? 


7. Book. yi hu muſt know my 
Poetick,] p of my Sword-knot, 
bound up a Coronet of Ivy, Laurel, and 
that round my Temples, and a Plate of richeſt Fruits 
in my Hand, on one Knee I preſented her with it as 
a a, an ing from her hamble Swain of 
all his Harveſt—to her the Ceres of our genial Feaſt, 
and rural Mirth— She ſmil'd — the Ladies 4 
their Hands, and all our Mufick ſtruck fympathetick 
Rapture at my Happiveſs ; while gentle Winds, the 
River, Air, and Shore echo'd the Harmony in Notes 
more ſoft than they receiv'd it. Met tall Na- 
ture ſeem'd to die for Love like me. To all my Heart 
and every Pulſe beat time— Oh the Pleafures of ſuc- 
ceſsful Loye! ha, Lowemore ! ha! What, haſt thou got 
a good Office lately— Youre afraid 'T ſhould make 
ſome Requeſt, Pr ben't ſo ſhy, I have nothing 

Love. I only attend, Sir, I only attend 
Y. Book, Then I'll go on. As ſoon as we had ſupryd; 
the Fireworks play d. Squibs of all forts were dart 
ed through the Skies, whoſe 1 Fires made 2 
4 ſeem d to fall from 


new Day. A flami 
Heaven, and-vith ſuch Violence attack d the Waves, 
22522 4 e e 25 0 Ln 4 you 


The La Loren; o or, 
t had leſt 


nem, 1 ir Conteſt 
Jay, which haſty 8% 


or ae wc AS bh tt Theti?'s Lap have 

flept as long as at: abour he's reported: 
But 154 5 nat as En have: preſcrib'd, he put 
* worn — you tell us Wonders, and with a 


e ay the AN itſelf, which all our Sum- 


25 Book, My.) ec took me Oth' fudden——1 
e Day's Warning. 
Lowe, The Treat was Sog tho' and finely order'd. 
F Book. I was forc'd to take up with this Trifle. 
He that wants time can't do as he wou'd, 
| 2 Farewel, we. ſhall meet again at more * 


YL Baal. "Namber me amo ng your Creatures. 
ve. Oh Jealouſy ! Thou Rack, Jealouſy! _ 
Fred. What Reaſon have you to feel it! the Cir- 

cumftances of the Feaſt nothing agree— 

Lowe. In this Time and Place they do; the reſt is 
nothing. [Ex. F red. and Love. 

Lat. May 1 ſpeak now, . without Offence ? 

T. Book, „Tia! in your Choice now to ſpeak or not, 
but before Company you'll ſpoil all. 

Lat. Do you walk abroad and talk in your 81 
or do you uſe to tell your Dreams for current Truth 

Y. Book. Dull Brain! _ 

Lat. Why you beat out mine with your Battles, your 
Fire-works, your Muſick, and your Feaſts. You've 
found an excellent way to - to your Wars, and yet 
Keep out of Danger Then vou feaſt your Miſtreſſes 
at the. eſt rate that &'er 1 knew! Why d'ye 
make em believe you ha been here theſe fix Weeks? 

Y. Bet My a the more Growth, and I 
the better Ground to make Love. 

Lat. You'd make one believe fine things, that wou'd 
bat hearlgen to you—But this Lady 1 71 hav 
found YOU ou F. Book, 


= 
youu * 2 3 

defy Pontact to have iz 
5 enchanted Ges, 2 2 aac 
bat fix e e fifth Barge; you were 
an excellent Man to write Romances, for having 


*Erice — over run tie Wo eg 


ſcirmiſhing coſt you nothing; than you vary your 
Scene with ſo much eaſe, and Thift from Qourt to 
8 with = 3 

. Book. I love thus to outvie a r. | 


and as ſoon as I pereeive a Fellow thinks his 
choke him with a ſtranger, and 


- 


rove 
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and 


* 


r 


to deſerve wy Father has cramp'd me in a 
-allege, while all the World has been in Action. 
Then as to my lying to my Miſtreſs, tis but what all 
the Lovers upon Earth do, Call it not then by that 
coarſe Name a Lye. Tie Wit, tis Fable, Allegory, 

Fiction, Hyperbole,——or be it what you call it, 
| the World's made up almoſt of nothing elſe. 5 What 
are all the grave Faces you meet in publick : mere 
ſilent Lyes, dark ſolemn Fronts, by which they wou d 
diſguiſe n e ily. Noddles.— But aſter all, 
to be ſerious, ſince I am reſolved honeſiiy to love, I 
upon. Beides, did you ever any of them 


- 
4 
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Euter old Vote, Penelope an uy 
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0.8. e, Pn, I have your Father's 
| leave to wait upon you, Madam, and 
talk to -you this Morning ; nay, to talk to you of 
en 
Pen. To talk to me of Marriage, r 135 
O. Boolavit. Ves, Madam, in behalf of my Son Tom 
27 Na there may perhaps be ſomething ſaid 
en. ** ere may n to 
that. 2 (al. 
| O. Book. I ſont for him from Oxford with that De- 
Gow; he came to Town but Yeſterday ; and if a Fa- 
ther-can judge, he brings from a College the Mien 
and Air of a Court I love my Son entirely, and 
hope, Madam, you take my Thoughts as'to vou, to to 
be no want of Reſpect to ou. 
Pen. Twere want of Senſe, Sir, to bs that. of 
90. Boot. If I can remember my 8 e to my Mi- 
kress of old, I'll eaſe Ton?s way, and raiſe her Ex- 
gr of my Son. [ {fide.] Madam, Had I my 
at, my Feather, Pantaloons, and Jerkin on, as when 
I wr your humble Servant's Mother, I would deli- 
ver por AN 2 1 E Aran ſuch a young 


ching 


3 
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Character of a Pretender at firſt Sight 
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thing as yon: her Complexion was charming, but 
any Four þ with all your Sweetnefs. a 

Pen. Oh ! Sir! Ts $4% FEA 

O. Book. Her Neck and Boſom were the ſoſteſt 
Pillows, her Shape was not of that nice ſort ; ſome 

oung Women ſuffer in Sha of their Mother's ma 
kin , by ſpare Diet, ſtraight Lacing, and conſtant 
Chiding. But 'twas the Work of Nature, free, un- 
conſtrain'd, healthy and —— But her Charme had not 
all that Emanation which yours have. 

Peu. Oh fie! fie! A | IS 
O0. Book, Not thoſe thouſand thouſand Graces, that 
ſoft Army of Loves and Zephyrs, Millions of airy 
Beings that attend around you, and appear only to 
the ſecond Sight of Lovers. 

Pen, O fie! Pray, good Sir, you'll leave nothing 
for your Son to ſay. | 

O. Boot. I did not think I had ſuch a Memory. I 
find the Women are now certainly Daughters of the 
Women before em. Flattery ſtill does it. [ Aide. ] 
Tom is my only Son, and I extremely defire to have 
him ſettled. —-I own I think him of much Merit. 

Pen. He would derogate from his Birth, were he 
not much a Gentleman. But to receive a Man inthe 


O. Book. I'll walk him by and by before your Win- 
dow, where your own Eyes ſhall judge——1 think 
there's nothing above his Pretences but your ſelf ; but 
when one of ſo many excellent Qualities beſtows her 
ſelf, it muſt be Condeſcenfion.--You ſhall not anſwer-- 
Farewel, Daughter; We are but too apt to believe 
what we wiſh {Exit O. Bock. 

Pen. Tis as you ſaid, Lertice, Old Bookwwit came. 
to propoſe his Son. 5 . 

Lett. I overheard the old Gentleman talk of it laſt 
Night But, Madam, you han't heard the Song 
that was made on you——DOh tis mighty pretty. 
The Gentleman is dying ſor you, he ſays it, pure 
pure Verſes, my | 


B et 
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Pen. ns walk 'em, he's not the firſt Poet I 
have made. They may talk, and ſay Nature makes 
a Poet, but I ſay Love makes a Poet. Don't you 
ſee elder Brothers, who are by Nature born above 
Wit, ſhall fall in Love, 22 — 
and pr ones, co ing they can tagg em 

to to Senlemens: But let's ſee. a 


To CETLIA. ITY 


Reading, Hou ſoft Machine that df her Hand. 5 
| Tell her my Grief in thy harmonious Lay. 


Poor Man 
To ſhun my Moan to thee ſbe ll fly 
To her Touch be ſure reply, 
And, if ſpe removes it, die. 

The Device is juſt and truly poetical. 
Know thy Bliſs—Ay, ay, there I come in. 
Know thy Bliſs, with Rapture ſhake, 
Tremble o'er all thy numerous Make; 
Speak in melting Sounds my Tears, 
S my Joys, my Hopes, my Fears, | 

oy . Which all depend upon me. 

Thus force her, wwhen from me ſbe d fly, 
By her own Hand, like me, to die. 


Well, certainly mon touches the Heart of Woman 
ſo much as Poetry ſuppoſe the Maſter is in the 


next Room, tis gp Hour, deſire him to walk in. 
?T'will make one's Ears tingle, a Song o'one's Self! 
Here the Song is per 5 d to a Spinet. 

Well, doſt think, Lettice, my grave Lover writ this 
fine thin — ſay'ſ thou ? 

Lett, No, Madam. no body writes Songs on 
thoſe they are ſure of. 

Pen. Sure of me the Inſolent! 

Lett. Nay, I know no more than that he ſaid he'd 
turn me away as ſoon as he had married y 

Pen. Tis like enough. That's he”, common 


Practice of your jealous-headed Fellows.——Well, I 
| have 


| > E * 
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have a good mind to dreſs myſelſ anew, put on my 
beſt Looks and ſend for him to diſmiſs him I 
c 

Lett. I never ſkew it his uſy 
Pi. As you ſay, a jealous Fellow love ?— tis all 
Miſtake, tis only for himſelf he has Deſires ; nor 
cares what the Obje& of his Wiſhes ſuffers, ſo he 
himſelf has Satisfaction No, he has a Gluttony 

an Hunger for me. eee e 

Lett. An Hunger for you! I proteſt, Madam, if 
you'd let me be his Cook, and ma ready, I'd 
poiſon him. But I'm glad Simon diſobey d you, and 
told the Gentleman's ant who you were, and 


your Lodgin 
Pen. Did t rr, — ang ſo ?———o-Call him hither. 
Lett. Simon, why Simon. | 
Enter Simon. 


Pen. Sirrah, I find I muſt at laſt;turn you off, you 
| ſaucy Fellow, don't ſtand ftaring and dodging 7 
your Feet, and wearing out your Livery Hat wi 
ſqueezing for an Excuſe, but anſwer me, and that 
Py | f 
Sim. I will, Madam, as ſoon as you ask me a 
Queſtion. „ 
Pen. Not afore then ——— Mr. Pert, Don't you 
know you told the Gentleman's Footman in the 
Park who I was, againſt my conſtant Order, when 
I walk early. Came, Sirrah, tell all that paſs'd be- 


tween you. 


Sim. Why, Madam, the Gentleman's Gentleman 
came up to me very civilly, and ſaid his Maſler was 
in Diſcourſe with my Lady he ſyppos'd——Then he 
fell into Talk about Vails about Profits in a 
Service; at laſt after a deal of civil Diſcourſe between 
US — — 9 N „ 

Pen. Come, without this Preamble, what he 
ask'd you, Impertinence, tell that, do—— 
Sim. He ask'd about you, and Madam Fi&orig.— 
I ſaid, CEO two is my Lady. _ 

: 2 | (+ 
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Pen. Speak on boldly, Sin; I'm never angry at 
a Servant that ſpeaks Trutn. © abs 
Sim. He told me he ſhould be very proud of my 
Acquaintance: Indeed, Madam, the Man was very 
well-ſpoken, and ſhew'd a great deal of Reſpe@for 
me, on your Ladyſhip's Account. He is a mighty 
well-ſpoken Man, and ſaid, he found I was a ſmart 
Gentleman———=— ſaid he'd come again. 1 
Pen. Go, you have done your Buſineſs. 3 


_ Lett, Well, aſter all Madam, I did not think that 
Gentleman diſpleas'd you. 


Pen. Had but young Bookwit his Mien and Con- 
verſation, how eaſily would he exclude Lovemore ! 


Enter Saad 


Ser. Mr. Lowemore is coming up, Madam. 
Pen. He has not heard ſure of this new Propoſal. 
Lett. Tis poſſible he may, and come to rant or 
upbraid your Ladyſhip ; I wonder you endure him 

on theſe Occaſions. 

Pen. Pll rack his very Heart-ſtrings. He ſhall know 
all that Man e'er ſuffer'd for his native Miſtreſs, 
Woman. * 1 Sg 


Lett. His Father, Madam, has heen ſo long com- 


ing out of it, try" —— There are ſtrange Tricks in 
the World, but 'tis not my place to ſpeak—— 
Pen. However, his Father may come at laſt ; I will 
not wholly loſe him; as bad as he is, he's better than 
no Husband at all——Stay in the Room: 7T'l] talk to 
you as if he were not preſent —— | 


Enter Lovemore. 


Tove. Ah! Penelope ! Inconſtant! fickle Penelope. 

Pen. But, Lettice, you don't tell me what the Gen- 
tleman ſaid; now there's no body here you may 
ſpeak 


Love. Now there's no body here ? Then I 
am a Thing, an Utenſil— I am no body, I have 
„ b no 
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no Eſſence that I am ſenſible of== I think 'twill be 
fo ſoon This Ingrate, — this Perjur'd!. 
Pen. Tell me, I ſay, —— how the Match — 


5 to break off? 


Love. This is downright Abuſe — What! don't 
you ſee me, Madam? 

Lett. He had the Folly, upon 2 
ly civil to him, to talk of bireQing her Affairs befors 
his time: In the fiſt place, he t t.it but neceſſa- - 
ry her Maid, her faithful Servant « Betty, ſhould 
be remov'd. 

Lowe Her faithful Servant, Mrs. „ Her 

etrayer, Her Whiſperer, Mrs. Lettice.—— Madam, 
wou'd you but hear me I will be heard 

Pen. Pr'ythee ſtep, Lettice, and fee what Noiſe is 
that without. 

Love, The Noiſe is here, Madam; tis I ict wake. 
what you call Noiſe——'Tis I that claim aloud m 
Right, and ſpeak to all the World the mee 1 
fer. 's 
2 Cooling Herbs well ſdeep d a good . 
dyne at Night, made of the Juice of Hellebore, with 
very thin Dier, may be of Uſe in theſe Caſes. - 

[ Both looking at him as diftart'd. 

| Love. Caſes! —— What Cres I ſhall 3 
run mad with this damn'd Uſage. Am I Jeſt? 

Lett A Jeſt !=—=no Faith, this is far from a mer- 
ry Madneſs —— Ha ! ha! ha! by, 
Dore. Hark'e Lettice III downright eee 
Hold your tongue, Gipſy 

| Lett. Dear Madam, fave me——Go you to l 

Pen. Let him take you. ——Bleſs me w—_ Tins x he 
ſtares, take — 125 


Lett. Take her. c bas round each other. 


Pen. 'Take her. 

Lowe. Very fine No Madam, your Gal- 
lant, your Spark laſt Night; your fine Dancer, En- 
tertainer, ſhall take you He that was your Swain, 

_ ou, I warrant, a fantaſtiek Nymph of the Flood 


oreſt; ha! ha! ha! to be out all Night with 
B 3 a young 
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2 young Fellow ———— Oh! that makes you change 
your Countenance, does it ſo ?—Fine Lady,—-You 
wonder how I came to know — why chuſe a 
diſcreeter the next Time—he told me all himſelf — 
Swoon—die for Shame at hearing of theſe Words-— 
do Th . 
. Pen. I am indeed ight aſhamed for him that 
ſpeaks em; whence this Inſolence, if not from ut · 
ter Diſtraction, under this Roof? f 
Lev. Oh l the Ingrate ! Have not I, Ma- 
dam, two long Vears, two Ages, with humbleſt Re- 
ſignation depended on your Smiles; and ſhall I ſuffer 
one of Yeſterday's co treat you, to dance all 
Night with you? 

- Pan, Speak ſoftly —my Father's coming down. 

Love. Thy Father's coming down] faithlels ! 
Thos haſt no Father. But to croſs me by Night up- 
ek. Well,/b Nigh the W 
Hes. Well, ight — — 
What then eee NT” | 
Lor. Yes, all Night. 

Dien. What of that? 

Love. Without Bluſhing when you hear of it? 
Pen. 'Bluſh for what What do you drive at ? 
Loe. Can you then coldly aſk what *tis I mean, 
thou Revellet, thou Rambler; a fine young Lady 
with your Midnight Frohcks! But what do I pre- 
tend to ? ] know not how with bended Knees to 
call you Ceres, — make you an Offering of Summer 
Fruits, and deify your Vanity ? Thou art no 
Goddeſs, thou'rt a very Woman, with all the Guile— 
Your Barges ] your Treats ! your Fireworks? 

Pen. What means the Inſolent ! You grow 
inſufferable. 5 OY 

Love. Oh Penelope! that Look, that diſdainful 
Look has pierc'd my Soul, and ebb'd my Rage to 
Penitence and Sorrow I own my Fault. 
Im too raſn — | 
Pen. Th' imaginary Enemies you raiſe are but mere 
Forms of your ſickly Brain—ſo 1 think, and ſcorn 

5 'em. 
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'em. A diffident, an humourous, and ungenerous Man, 
who without Grounds calls me Inconſtant, ſhall ſure- 
ly find me ſo: She will be very ha takes 2 
conſtant Man with twenty thouſand Humours. 
| Lowe. Is it a Fault my Life's bound up in thee, 
That all my Powers change with thy Looks, 
That my Eyes glote on thee when thou'rt preſent, 
And ake and roll for Light when thou'rt abſent ? 
Pen. A little ill Ufage, I ſee, improves a Lover 
ſtrangely ; I never heard him ſpeak ſo well in m 
Life before. n IL. 
Love. Of you I am not jealous : wy 
"Tis my own Indeſert that gives me Fears, | 
And Tenderneſs form Dangers where re not; 
I doubt and envy all things that ach thee ; 
Not a fond Mother of a long-with'd-for only Child 
beholds with ſuch kind Terrors her Infant Offspring 
as I do her I love. She thinks its Food, it ſhe's not 
by, unwholſome; and all the ambient Air made 
of Fevers and of Quartan Agues, except ſhe ſhrouds- 
it in her Arms Such is my unpitied anxious 
Care for you; and can I ſee another 
Pen. What other? | 
Live. Nay, if you make a Secret of your Meet» 
| Ing—there's all that 1 ſuſpect in't—Another ? 
Vyung Hool vit is another 
Pen. I never ſaw his Face — Young Bookuit ? 
Love. What ! not tho' he ſollicited a Glance, with 
Symphonies of charming Notes, with ſumptuous 
Dithes ! — Not when the flying Meteors from the 
Earth made a new Day! —Not ſee him Oh! 
that was hard That was unkind: not one 
Look for all this Gallantry ! But Love is blind 
You can be all Night with the Son, all Day with the 
Father, and never ſee either His Father was 
here this Morning ; ſeek not to excuſe —1 
find your Arts, and ſee their Aim too Go, go, 
take your Boot. Forget your Lover, as he 
now muit you. | | 
Pen. Hear but three Words, | 
B 4 Love, 


* — 
= 
— 
— . W 
2 „ = . 6 bh Wo — = — 


k. . 
* 


theſe 
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Lowe, What ſhall they-be ? 


Pen. Pr'ythee hear me. 


Lowe. No, no, your Father's coming down. 
Pen. He's not coming, 'nor can he overhear us. 
There's Time and Privacy enough to diſabuſe you. 
Love. I'll hear nothing unleſs you will be married, 
unleſs you give me, as a preſent Earneſt of your ſelf, 


* three Kiſſes, and your Word for ever. | 


. Pen. To give way to my Satisfaction then 
and be Friends again you wou'd, Mr. Love- 
more, have three Kiſſes —— 
Love. Three Kiſſes, your Faith and Hand. 
Pen. Nothing elſe ; will you be ſo contented ? 
Lowe. I'll expect higher Terms, if you accept not 
uickly then. 
— No, my Father's coming ; 


Pen. Well then 
ha! ha! ha : 
Lowe. Laugh at my Sufferings ! ——— ſlight my 


Is this your baſe requital of my Love? 
Revenge, Revenge —I'Il print on thy Favourite in his 
Heart's Blood my Revenge. Our Swords our Swords 


ſhall diſpute our Pretences, rather than he enjoy what 


my long Services entitle me to, which is to do my- 
ſelf Right for what he intends an Injury ; tho' per- 
haps what we ſhall diſpute for is better loſt. 
Hen. Mr. Lovemore, you have taken very great 
Liberties ; you ſay I have injur'd you in my Regard 
to another Is your Opinion then of what you ſay you 
will diſpute for, ſuch as you juſt now ſaid—better loſt ? 
Love. Look you, Madam —ſo —— therefore 
as to that this is ſuch = for that it—— 
You don't conſider what you ſaid to me 
Pen, Ha! ha! ha! 
Love. You ſhall by all that's Vou ſhall re- 
pent this. TOES  [Flings out. 
Pen. This is all we have for't, a little Dominion 
before-hand Theſe are the Creatures that are 
born to rule us, who creep, who flatter, and ſervilely 
beſeech our Favour; which obtain'd, they grow 
1 ſullen, 
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ſullen, proud and inſolent ; pry into the Gift, the 
Manner of beſtowing, with all the little Arts th' un- 
grateful uſe to hide, or kill their Senſe and Conſcience 


of a Benefit * | 
Lett. Ay, ay, Madam, tis ſo— ! had a Sweet- 
heart once, a Lad * Butler, to whom I gave a Lock 
of my Hair; and the Villain, when we quarrell'd, 
told me half of em were grey. 2 
Per. Ha! ha! ha! the Iugrate the 
© Faithleſs, as Lowvemore ſays 
Lett. And yet, Madam, the Rogue ſtole a Letter 
out of a Book to aſk me for it- as my next 
Suitor found out. IT. 
Pen. However, I am ſure 'tis in my Fate to be 
ſubject to one of them very ſuddenly. : 
Lett. Ah! Madam! the Gentleman this Morn» 


ing — | 3s 
2 The Fellow's very well, and I am mightily 
miſtaken if my Couſin Victoria did not think ſo 
Lett. And ſo do you heartily. [ Afede. 
Pin, Yet wiſh I had ſeen this young Brokturt be- 
fore Lowemore came To-day. 1 


Lett. I'll tell you how, Madam — Fiferia has 


nc er a Lover, and is your entire Friend Now 
Madam, ſuppoſe you got her to write a Letter to this 
young Gentlemen in her own Name ——— You 
meet him under that Name incegnito; then if an Ac- 
cident ſhould 1 both you and ſhe may be ſafe, 
and puzzle the Truth: You never writ to him, ſhe 
never met him | 
Pen. A lucky Thought—ſtep to her immediately 
Ill come to her, or ſhe to me. 


Lett. I fly, I fly — [Er, 
Pen. This is indeed a lucky Hint of the Wench, in 


which I have another Drift too-—— Now ſhall I fift 
my Friend /;oria, aud perfectly underſtand whether 
ſhe Jikes that agreeable young Fellow ; for if her re- 
ſerv'd Humour eaſily falls in with this Deſign on 


Bookwit, ſhe's certainly ſmitten with the other, and 


ſuſpects me to be ſo too => What is. this. dear, this 
| ſudden 
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ſudden Intruder Love, that Victoria's long and faithful 
Friendſhip, Lovemore's anxious and conſtant Paſſion, 
both vaniſh before it in a Moment? —Why are our 
Hearts ſo acceſſible at our Eyes : —— My Dear 


Enter Victoria. | 


Vis. Dear Pen. I ran to you—well, what is't ? 
Pen. Set Chairs; and the Bohea Tea, and leave us. 
{Exit. Lett.] Dear Victoria you have always been my 
moſt intimate Boſom- friend - your wary Carriage and 
Circumſpection have often been a Safety againſt Er- 
rors to me I muſt confeſs it. [ Filling her Tea. 
Via. But, my Dear, why this Preface to me? — 
To the Matter | 
Pen. You know all that has paſs'd between me 
and Mr, Lowemore. 
Vid, I have always approv'd him, and do now 
more than ever — For 'tis not a Mien and Air, that 
makes that worthy Creature, a kind Huſband : But— 
Pen. True, but here was Old Boolærit, this Morning, 
with my Father's Authority to talk to me of the 
Subject of Love. 5 | | 
Vid. Nay, Madam, if fo, and you can reſolve to 
obey your Father ——— I contend not for Lowemoere ; 
for tho' the young Men of this Aye are ſo very vi- 
tious, ſo expenſive both of their Health and For- 
tune | | 
Pen. How zealous ſhe is to put me out of her 
Way! Falſe Creature! [ 4/de. ]—But, my dear Friend, 
you don't take me — your Friendſhip out- runs my 
Explanation— Twas for his Son at Oxford he came 
to me he is to talk with him before the 
Door that I may view him by and by —— — 
Vi. Nay, as one muſt obey their Parents wholly 
l think a raw young Man that never ſaw the 
Town, is better than an old one that has run through 
all ics Vices—I congratulate your good Fortune — 
There's a great Eſtate — he knows nothing, 
juſt come to Town — The Furniture and the 


Horſe-Cloths will be all your own Device for the 
Wedding, 
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Wedding, and the Horſes, when and where you 
pleaſe He knows no better ( 
Peu. But one ſhall be ſo long teaching a raw 
Creature a Manner 

Via. Never let him have one——'twill make him 
like himſelf, and think of making Advances elſe- 
where: You'd better have him a Booby ——— How 


could I think of the old Fellow for you — Look you, 


Pen. old Age has its Infirmities, and tis a ſad Proſpect 
for an honeſt young Woman to be ſure of being a 
Nurſe, and never of being a Mother . 
Pen. Oh! that I had but your Prudence ! But, my 
Dear, I have a Requeſt to make to you, and that is, 
that you would write him an Aſſignation this Even- 
ing in the Park l' obey the Appointment, and con- 
verſe with him under that Diſguite ! for the old Peg- 
ple will clap up a Match before I know any thing of 
the real Man And if one don't know one's 
— how can one manage ? that is to ſay, obey 
© 

Vid. Oh my Dear, do you think I don't un 
deritand an and there's another thing— 
A Scholar makes the beft Huſband in the World. 
Pen. Becauſe they are the moſt knowing 
Vis. No, becauſe they are leaſt knowing But 
Fit go immediately and obey your Commands—lI 

with you heartily well, my Dear, in this Matter. 
[Kiſſes ber. 


Pen. I thank you, Deareſt <= don't doubt it. 


indeed, 

Vit. Where are you going now, my Dear !—-Oh ! 
fie! this is not like a Friend Do ] uſe you ſo, 
dear Madam? ger ds | 

Pen. Nay, indeed Madam, I muſt wait on you— 

Vi. Indeed you ſhar't indeed you ſhan't. 

| [ Pex. follbæus. 

Pen. Well, Madam, will you promiſe then to be 
as free with me ?—'Thus does ſhe hope to work me 
out of my Lover, by being made my Confidant— 
But that Baſeneſs has been too faſhionable to paſs any 

b m0 
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more ! have not truſted her— =the cun- 
ning Creature ——— I begin to hate her fo ——— 


I'll never be a Minute from her. [ Exit. 
Enter Old Bookwit, Young Bookwit, and Latine. 


0. Book. Well, Tom, where have you ſaunter'd a- 
bout ſince I ſaw you? Is not the Town mightily in- 
creas'd ſince you were in it? | 

Y. Book. Ay, indeed, I need not have been ſo im- 
patient to have left O-/ord ; had I Raid a Year longer, 

they had builded to me. 
00 Book. But I don't obſerve you affected much- 

with the Alterations —— Where have you been ? 
FT. Book, No Faith, the New-Exchange has taken up 
all my Curioſity. 

O. Bock. Oh ! but, Son, you muſt not go to Places 
to ſtare at Women. Did you buy any Thing ? 

Y. Book. Some Baubles — But my Choice was 
ſo diſtracted among the pretty Merchants and their 
Dealers, I knew not where to run firſt One lit- 
tle liſping Rogue, Ribbandths, Gloveths, Tippeths— 
Sir, cries another, will you buy a fine Sword-knot ; 
then a third pretty Voice and Court'fie——Does not 
your Lady want Hoods, Scarfs, fine green Silk Stock- 
ings I went by as if I had been in a Scraglio, 
a living Gallery of Beauties ſtaring from Side 
to Side; I buwing, they laughing ſo made my 
Eſcape, and brought your Son and Heir ſafe to you, 
through all theſe Darts and Glances—to which indeed 
my Breaſt is not impregnable But I wonder 
whence I had this amorous Inclination 

O. Book. Whoever you had it from, Sirrah, *tis 
your Buſineſs to correct iti by fixing it upon 
a properObjet——-But, Tom, you know I am always 
glad to hear you talk with the Gaiety before me, 
that you do elſewhere — But I have now ſomething 
of Conſequence (that ſudden ſer ous Look was fo like 
me.) [ Afide.] What I am going to ſay now, I tell 


you is Extraordinary ——— 3 
4 Y. Book. 
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% - Book. I could not indeed help ſome ſeeming Ex- 
travagancies I have been fore d to bu ory 

O. Book. 12 not grudge you N 
was not going toſpeak on't—for I decay, and ſo do ud 
Deſires, while = rs grow ſtill upon. you—Therefore 
what may be ſpar mine, I 2 $75 you you 
to ſupply 2 but the juſt Order 
I ſcorn to hoard what I only now can gaze at, while | 
your Youth and Perſon want thoſe Entertainments you 
may become and taſte —— All your juſt Plea- 
ſures are mine alſo In you my outh and 
gayer Years methinks I feel repeated. 

Y. Book. Then what can give 7 Sir, Uneaſine( ? 

O. Book. Your Affectation o Soldier's Dreſs, 
makes me think you bent upon a dangerous, tho* 
noble Courſe—That you'll expoſe a Life, that dearer 
to your Father than . Ly, to daily Hazards ; I 
therefore have reſolved to ſettle thee, and choſen a 
young Lady, witty, prudent, rich and fair ——— _ 

T. Book. Oh, Victoria [ Afide.] You cannot move 
too ſlowly in ſuch a buſineſs. 

0. Book. Nay, tis no ſudden thing — Her Father 
4 I have been old Alquaintance, and I was ſo con- 
fdent of her Worth, and your Compliance, that 1 
can't with Honour diſengage myſelf. | 
F. Book. How, Sir! when Honour calls me to 
the Field, where I may perpetuate your Name, by 


ſome brave Exploit 
O. Book. You may do it much better, T, om, at home 


by a brave Boy Come, come, it muſt be ſo 
F. Back. What muit I do for ſome Invention? 
W [Hide 
|  O. Book. Let it be fo, dear Tom, it muſt be ſo. 
T. Book, What if it be impoſſible? 
O. Book. Impoſſible ! as how? 
; Y. Book. Upon my Kare I beg your Pardon, Sir ; 
am 
O. Bock. What! 
. Bock, At Oxford? 


O. Book: 


* 
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O. Book. What art thou at Oxford ? Riſe and tell me · 
7. Book. Why J am married there, fince you needs 
muſt know. | ay” 

O. Book. Married without my Conſent ! 

Z. Book. There was a Force upon me; you'll eafily 
ger all annull'd if you defire it ;——lIt was the eroſ- 

„ moſt unhappy Accident Yet indeed ſhe is 
an excellent Creature! = | | | 
Lat. How could he conceal this all the while from 
me gut I remember he us'd to be out of the Col- 
lege whole Nights we knew not where. [ Aide. 


Penelope and Victoria ar the Window. 


Pen. The very Man we met this Morning; and I 
employ my Rival to write to him] how confidently 
ſhe ſtares at the Fellow, and obſerves his Action! 

Vi. Betty, do you ſee with what Intent, and with 
what Fire in her Eyes Penelope gazes yonder ?—But 
take you that Letter and give it when the old Gen- 
tleman's gone. Goodneſs !--how concern'd ſhe ſeems! 
Well, ſome Women! Ex. Ladies from above, 

O. Bock. Let that paſs, ſince the buſineſs is irrevo - 
cable. What is her Name? - 

T. Book. Matilda, and her Father's Newton. 

O. Book. They're Names I never heard before; 
but go on. | Soma | 
J. Book, This Lady, Sir, I ſaw in a publick Aſ- 
ſembly, at the firſt Sight ſhe made me hers for ever. 
From that inſtant I langmiſh'd—nor had vital Heat 
out of her Preſence -The Sun to me ſhed influence 
in vain—He roſe and ſat both unobſerv'd, nor was 
to any living this human Life ſo much a Dream as 
me: All this ſhe obſerv'd, but not untouch'd obſerv'd. 
She ſhew'd a noble Gratitude a noble Paſſion ; Fa - 
vours J ſoon receiv'd, but ſeverely modeſt ones 

Lat. Oh ! that's preſuppos'd, you to be ſure wou'd 
ne'er deſire any other. | . 

Y. Book. We had contriv'd to meet o' Nights. 
The ſweeteſt Hours of Love; and there was I 
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One Evening in her Lodging Fans as I remember, 
Yes, twas on the ſecond of December. 15 
That's the very Night I was caught ——- 

Lat. "Tis ſtrange, a Fellow of his Wit to be tre- 

d into a Marriage 

Y. Book. Her Father ſupp'd abroad that Night, 
which made us think ourſelves ſecure—But comi 
home by Accident ſooner than we expected, we heard 
him at the Door—How did that Noiſe ſurprize us ! 
| „ me N „ ng: then lets him 4 

O. Book, I tremble the poor youn 
Pray go 0n —— How did 9 Re wa? A 

J. Book. She fell into the prettieſt artful little Tales 
to divert him, and hide her Diſcompoſure—— which 
he interrupted by telling her ſhe muſt be married ſud- 
denly to one 2 to him that Evening 
This was to me Daggers. „ 


O. Beek. But ſhe wb: 
Y. Bock. She by general Anſwers in that caſe ma- 


nag'd it ſo well, that he was going down, when in- 
ſtantly my Watch in my Pocket ſtruck ten —— He 
turns him ſhort on his amaz'd Daughter, aſked where 
ſhe had it She cry'd her Couſin Martha ſent it out 
of the Country to be mended for her He ſaid he 
would take care on't ; ſhe comes to me, but as I was 
giving it her, the String was ſo entangled in the Cock 
of a Piſtol I always had about me on thoſe Occa- 
ſions, that my Haſte to diſengage it i'd it of. 
my Miſtreſs ſwoons away The Father ran out, 
crying out Murder thought her dead, fear'd his 
Return, which he ſoon did, with two boiſt'rous Rogues 
his Sons, and his whole Family of Servants- 
wou'd have made my Eſcape, but they oppos'd me 
with drawn Swords; I wounded both; but a luſty 
Wench with a Fireſhovel at one Blow ſtruck down 
my Sword, and broke it all to Piece ; 

O. Book. But flill the poor young Lady ! 

Y. Boot. Here was I feiz'd —— Mean time Matilda 
wakes from her Trance ———- beholding me held like 


a Ruffian, both her Brothers bleeding She was re- 
| - Hg turning 
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turning to i. What ſhould I do? I ſaw the hoary 
Father in the divided Sorrow, for his Son's Lives and 
Daughter's Honour, of both which he thought me 
th“ Rader —. She with pitying, dying and 
reproaching Looks beſeech'd me——and taught me 
what I ow'd her conſtant Love -I yielded, Sir, I own, 
I yielded to the juſt Terror of their Family Reſent- 
ment, and to my Miſtreſs's more dreadful Upbraiding. 
Thus am I, Sir, the Martyr of an honeſt Paſſion 
O. Book, That I moſt blame is, that you conceal'd 
it from your beſt Friend I'll inftantly to Pe- 
 nelope's Father, and make my Apology —— He is 
my Friend -—— + I.. 

Lat. This Marriage ſtrangely ſurpriz d me 

J. Bock. Why, did you believe it too, as well as 
the old Gentleman? why then I did it excellently — 
Ha! ha! ha! „„ 

Lat. What, the Watch! The Piſtol ! 
Lady ſwooning, her pitying, upbraiding Look ! all 
Chimera ! | | 
T. Bok. Nothing but downright Wit, to keep my 
ſelf ſafe for Vi&oria. ; as 
Lat. May I deſire one Favour? | 
F. Book. What can I deny thee, my Privado ? 

Lat. Only that you'd give me ſome little ſecret 
Hint hen next you 2 are going to be witty— 
but to jumble particulars ſo readily ! 'tis impoſſible 

ou cau'd, I believe, at the beginning of your Tale 
now the endin — Yet —— | 

Z. Book. Theſe are Gifts, Child, mere Gifts; 'tis 
not to be learnt— the Skill of Lyin Except 
Humour, Wit, Invention, Preſence of Mind, Reten- 
tion, Memory, Circumſpection, c. —— were to 
be attained by Induſtry You muſt not hum, 


nor haw, nor bluſh fort ——— 
Lat. Who have we got here? 


Betty Entering. | 
Bet. May I be ſo bold as to crave the Liberty to 


F. Beo. 


ask your Name? 
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V. Book. My bright Hand-maid, my little ſhe Gavy- 
med: Thou charming Hebe—— You may aſk me 
my Name — ſor I won't tell it you—till you do 
becauſe I'd have the more Words with you 


2 8 


Bet. Are not you Mr. Bookuit ? | 

Y. Book. The very ſame, my Dear. | 

Bet. There then—— He's a mighty pretty Man. 

4 [ Exit. Betty. 

J. Book. reading. You may wonder — Your Perjon, 
and Charadler == 12 Evening near Roſamond's Pond, 
on the other Side the Park. © EST O00 
Oh the Happineis ! What is become of the Girl? 
Oh! Latine! Latine ask me fifty Queſtions all at 
once! What ails me? Why this Joy ?—Who is this 
from? Oh I could die methinks this Moment, leſt there 
ſhould be in Fate ſome future Ill to dal my prefenrJor': 
Why Jacl, vu, doſt not ask me what's the Matter 
Tat. If you'd but give me Leave 

T. Bock. No, do not ſpeak Let me talk al!, I 
fain would celebrate my fair one's Praiſe, her every 
Beauty ! but the Mind's to full to utter any thing that 
is articulate, and will give way to nothing but mere 
Names and Interje&tions—Oh !—— Yi#eria ! —— 
Victoria Victoria !—Oh my Vidbria — Read there. 
Lat. Well IT own this ſubſcrib'd Y/Foria—but ſtill 
I am afraid of Miſtakes, n 3 

Y. Book. No—Kneel down and ask Forgiveneſ. 
You don't believe that ſhe that wou'd not ſpeak to me 
wou'd write—but after all Raptures and Eeſtaſies 
Pr'thee ſtep after the Maid, Sa what you can of 
her Fortune, and ſo forth—Get Intereſt to be ad- 

Enter Frederick. 


Fred. Sir, your Servant. 
. Book. Yours, Sir, have you Buſineſs with me ? 
Fred. This Paper ſpeaks it. | 
T. Book. _—_— Of a Friend you've made me your 
mortal Enemy — With your Sword I expeft Satiifadtion 
to-morrow Mornirg at fix in Hyde-park. Lovemore. 


i 
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Do you know the Contents of this Letter? 
Fred, Ves, Sir, it is a Challenge from 2 = 
. Beal. Are you to be his Second? 

Fred. ] offer d it, but he will meet you ſingle. 

Y. Book. The fewer the better Cheer. 

Fred. You're very pleaſant, Sir, 

Y Book. My good Humour was ever Challenge- 
Proof—T will be very punctual, [Exir. Fred.] I fall 
into Buſineſs very faſt There thou dear Letter of 
Love—Be there thou of Hatred There - Men of 
Buſineſs muſt ſort their Papers- I fear ke ſaw 
me put up two Letters. 


| Enter Latine. | 
Oh, Fack, more Adventures, another Lady has * 


writ, 


Tat. Let's ſee it. 
T. Book, No, always tender of Rep.—ſuc + of 
Quality——A Gentleman Uſher came with 2 
can't 3 there's any thing in that old Whim of 
being wrapt in one's Mother's Smock to be thus 
lucky—I ak I was uſed like other Children— 
TE clapp'd me on a Skull-cap, ſwath'd me hard, 
y'd me in Arms, and ſhew'd me Landon But 
BR it comes about, I have ſtrange Luck with 


the Women. 7 


Lat. But let us ſee this Letter. | of 
T. Book. reading. No, no, — A Woman of Condition 
to go (o far— But indeed your Poſſion—your i. 
my Page, at the back Stairs=Stcrecy and your J cra- 


tig 
Lat. There her Ladyſhip nick d — I'l be 


as humourous and frolick as ere pert Fellows 


are the only ſucceſsful 


Y. Book. "Well ſaid, Lad——and as Mr. Bays ſays, 
ny the Plot thickens upon us, we'll ſpend our Time 
ily as the beſt of 'em——and all of it in Love— 
ut fince through all the Race of Men . 
Each te ſome darling Paſſion is inclin'd, 


it Lede be fill the Biaſs of ny Mind. beg 


Robo 
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Vid. HIS was indeed, Betty, a very divert - 
ing Accident, that T ſhould be employ'd 
to write to her Lover - now I can't but think how 
angry my Couſin Pes is, ſhe frets, I warrant, at 
her very Looking-glaſs, which us'd to be her Com- 
forter upon all Occaſions. Ha! hal ha! 
Det. I would not be in poor Mrs. Lettice's Place for 
all the World Nothing to be ſure can to 
day ; did you mind how the neſtl'd and in- 


Nay indeed, Madam, you were in high Beaut) 
Nia. Vet I muſt confeſs I — ES 
compos'd—— I was aſham'd for my Friend —— and 
then to ſee her ſhew ſuch a Regard for a Fellow. —— 
Bet. But I ſwear, were I to have my Will, you 
ſhould be always angry at me—lt gives your Lady- 
ſhip ſuch a pretty Fierceneſs, and quick Spirit to your 
a that 2 1 2 it adds 
if, e are cople very un ily pre- 
tend to Fire and Life; N Mani alp 
Lady Fad, has heard of the Word Spleen, and 
Diſtaſte, and ſets up for being out of Humour, with 
that unmeaning Face of hers. 3 | 
Bet. You're in a fine Humour, Madam 
- Yi4. Her Ladyſhip's Phyſician preſcrib'd Anger to 
her — upon which ſhe comes in publick with 
her Eyes ftaringly open this ſhe deſigns for 
Vivacity, and about like a wondring Coun- 
ad She pretends to be a Remarker, and 
looks at every body — But alas ſhe wants it here 


and knows not that: to ſee, is no more to look than 
2 1 


wardly to ſee your Ladyſhip look ſo well 


+ 
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to go, is to walk For you muſt know, Aae. 
Every Child ean ſee but tis an ohſerving Crea- 
ture that can look as every pretty Girl « can go, 
but tis a ſine Woman _ walks. 
Bat; Ha! ha! ha! XP: x54 "1 / 
Vie. But by the way — 8 Mrs. Penelope, me- 
thinks, does neither; I have a Kindneſs for her, 


but ſhe has no Geſture in the leaſt — — wy 
* | f 141 4 x 
% 16 0 3 >, 'Pendlope:” 71 9 uy | 


wh Well; my Dear——— .' 

Bert. How civilly Nanni of Quality Foe ove an- 
other. IA. 

Pen. Well, my Dear, wore Fer- nat ſtran y ſur- 
Bae to ſee that this young oo lade ſnoul be the 

Idier we met this Morning? 

ia. The conhdentlying 2 Indeed 1 won 
derld-you'd ſuffer him to entertain you ſo long, 


Pen. You muſt know, —_— he's: too at 
O 4 > TV | a „ 
Ind. The. ugly Wreck! 1 think bim 3 


diſagreeable—— but perhaps this is a eek of. 45% 
he had: no married Look. 25 
Pen. Vet I am reſolv'd to go to your. Afi * ow 
if it be but to confront 5 N ho and Hoe h at 
his Lye. Such Fellows ſhould be made to — 
themſelves, and that they're underſtood. 
Vid. I'll wait upon you, my Dehr=—Bhe* s very 
prettily dreſs d. ¶ 4fiae. j But ited, my Dear, you 
man't go with your Hood ſo It makes you look 
abominably, wich your Head ſo forward There 
FDifplacing her Head] That's fomething — You had 
before a N ll) bluſhing: eee you 
command all Hearts 

Pen. 'Thank you, my Dear — 

Ji. Your Servant, Deareſt 


en. But alas, Madam, who patch d you to-day ?— 
Let me ſee—— It is the hardeſt thing in Dreſs —— 
x Way: ſay without Vanity.——1 know a little of it 


That 
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Hold Al, my Dear, Tlly it jan by your Eye 
Now the downri fquines.”- + 


Vi. "There's nothing like end- 
one is not a judge of one's ſelf I have a Puch - 
box about me. Hold, . 
ſedate: Air, that large one near 

Per. People; — gt _ 
But if it be true, as the Poer finely ſings, That all the 
Poſfions in the Features | are; we — or hide 
'em, as we know how, to hide a 
Volles « J 


nomy. 
Per. Tis true; then pray, my Dear, let me put 


a little Diſdain in your Face For well plague 


this rr on N Forehead 

does 
Via. Hold, my Dear, I'II dre IndiBerence for him, 

a Patch juſt at the Point of your Lip RI 

it And that you're dumb to all Ap 
Pa. You wiſh I won again LSE, alk (al. 

Via. There, my Dear. 

Pen. But, dear Madam, your Hair is not hal pow- 
der'd — Betty, bring the Powder-box to your La- 
dy—It gives one a > Har wars (though your” Com- 

ks does not want it) to enliven it. 

Via. Oh! fie, this from you! but I know you 
won't flatter me, you're'too much my Friend. 
Pen. Now, Madam, you ſhall b A 
Now ſhe looks like a Spri -————— £9, 
Via. Thank you, my yt we'll take an Hack 
Our Maids ſhall go with us — Come dear Friend. 
IE. Armin Arm. 
i Bath Pray, Madam Luttice, be to go on. 
Lett. Indeed, Madam Hetty, I muſt beg your pardon. 
Bet. l am at home, dear Madam Lettice —— 
Lett. Well, Madam, this unkind I don't 
uſe you with this Ceremony cm—m——m_—_—_  [Exeunt, 


- 


Enter. 


45 


Vid. And fo extch Lovers and puzzle Phyſiog- 
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"Enter Young Bock wit and Latine after 4 Flurife. . 
ar Vieoria ! Vieeris | Viftoria!l © 
Lat. Make way, make ang owt your Leave 
Formoſam reſonare daces pin WY Sivas. . 
— RS no 
| Sparks my an Equipage 
— — a little time I ſhall be a finer 
Fop than the Town has yet ſeen All my Lacqueys 
ſhall be Linguiſts as thou art While thus I ride im- 
mortal Steeds—— How my Horſes ſtare at me 
They ſec 1 am a very new Sort of Beau 
Lat This is rare The having this Noiſe of 
Muſic— But won't it be reckon'd a Diflurbance— | 
T. Book. No, no, it is an uſual Gallantry here 
But the Vocal is an Elegance hardly known before me 
here—who am the Founder of accompliſh'd Fools 
of which I'll inſtitute an Order All Coxcombs of 
Learning and Parts ſhalt after me be call'd Bookwwits-- 
A Se& will ſoon be more numerous, and in more 
Credit than your Ariſtotelians, Platoniſts and Acade- 
micks 
Lat. Sir, twill be 8 and you are real- 
ly 2 wiſe Perſon Von put your Theory of Phi- 
1— into Fdice Tis not with you a dead 
tter 
Y. Book. Oh! Sir, no: The Deſign of Learning i is 
for the Uſe of Life Therefore I'll ſettle a Family 
very ſuddenly, and ſhew my Literature in _— 


La. As how, pray ? 

. Book. I'll have four P ick Footmes, two 
Followers of Aiſtippus for Valets de Chambre, and an 
Epicurean Cook—with an Hermetical Chymiſt (who 

are good only at making Fires) for m Skullion, and 

tha I think all is diſpos'd—But methinks this Fair- 

One takes State upon her But I am none of your 

Languiſhers—— am not known in Town, and if I 

wilbehave, ' tis but * ſent back again to my ſmall 
Beer, 
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Beer, and r [, like 
many another Beau, only blaz'd and vaniſh'd— 
Lat. But know 1 love Muſick immoderate- 
1y ow do you diſpoſe your Entertainment ? 
let em begin | has HED N | 
„ YI. Book. Well, give me but Leave The Fiddles 
will . a the Ladies, I mean the Nymphs 
who have Grdtto's round this enchanted Foreſ. 
In the firſt Place, you Intelli that move this 
Vehicle How the Fellows ſtare! 
Chair. Good your Honour, ſpeak to us in Bug- 
T. Book. Why then you Chairmen =— wherever I 
move, you are to follow me—For I mean to ftrut, 
ſhine through the Duſk of the Evening, and look as 
like a lazy Town-fool as I can, to charm em 
Lat. Well, but the Muſick * n „ 
Y. Book. But remember, ye Sons of Pal, Bre- 
thren of the String, and Lyre ; that is to ſay, ye Fid- 
lers, — Let me have a Flouriſh- as I now direct 
When I lift up my Cane let it be Martial — If I but 
throw myſclt juſt forward on it, or but raiſe it 
ſmoothly—Sigh all for Love, to ſhew, as I think 
it That I would die, or fight for her you ſee me 


s ON , by Mr. Leveridge, 


\ 7 ENU sS has ien her Grecian Jes, 
With all her gaudy Train | 
| Of linke Loves, ſoft Fan ad Smilt, 
In ay larger Breaft to reign. 2 
5 7 
Ye tender Herds and liſf ning Deer, 


Forget your Food, forget your Fear, © 
The bright Victoria will he here. © 


* 
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The Savages about me Rte 
Au d with the Paſſion of my Song, 
Aud think Victoria /ftays to . 


7 Book. There's for vou Zack ; is not that like 5 
fine Gentleman that writes for his own Diverſion ? 

Lat, And no body's elſe, _ 

. Book. Now I warrant one of your common 
Sparks would have ſtam amp'd, fretted and cry'd, what 
the Devil fool'd ! jilted ! abus'd ! while I in Metre, 
ot ed be made to 
run 


_ The Savages about — 
Mou d — 5 the Paſſion of my Seng. 
And think Vittoria Joys too long. 


55 I begin to be one of thoſe Savages. 
Enter Victoria, Penelope, Lettice and Betty. 


bia. We had better have ſtaid where we were, 
and liſtned to that charming Echo, than have come 
in Search of that Lyar. p 

Lat. Do you ſee yonder ? 

Y. Bock. [Gives the Sign and Wh, bimfelf.] Th 
Madam, have I ſpent my Time 'almoſt 2 ſince I 
ſaw you, repeated your Nam to the Woods, the 
Dales, and echoing Groves 

Pen. Prythee obſerve him Now he 19 1 

Y. Bock. I had not Time to carve your Name on e- 
very Tree, but that's a melancholy Employment, not 
for thoſe Lovers that are favour'd with. Aſſignation.— 

Vid. Pr'ythee, Couſin, do you talk to him in my 
Name — 'I be ſilent till. I ſee eee | 


Pen. The Spring is now ſo forward, that it muſt 
indeed be attributed to your Paſſion that You are not 


„„ Beek, 


in the Field = 
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IN N — — L in that 
Thought, am — to be there 
Well, the 3 induſtrious People in the 


World I had a Letter from one of their Generals, 
that ſhall be nameleſs (it came over by the way of H-. 


land] with an Offer of very Terms, if I would 


but barely ſend my Opinion in the Uſe of Pikes 
about which he tells me their Prince and Generals 


= 
+ 
* 2 * 25 


Both. Hat hat 

Lat, Theſe cunni 

puzzle us 
Nia. Come, yok by we'll have no whiſpering, no 


M eſſages at preſent—ſome other Ladies have _ | 


but they ſhan't have you from ee eee 
Bob. Ha! ha! ha! © e N 4 
7. Book, I hold myſelf ob 4 of che 1. 
Humour Ladies are in — Ha! ha ! ha! No 
pra do me the Favour to tell me what I laugh'd at. 
"ex. Why you muſt know=-Your talking of the 
French and War, put us in mind of ay | Rear * 


that came laſt Night from Oxford, calls himſelf Soldier, | 


_ treats Ladies, fights Battles, — Jealoufies withdown- 
. * Lycs of his own inventing; ha! hat haf 
Y. Bock. That muſt be an impudeas young Raſcal 
certainly 1-ha . ha ! >, 
Via. Nay, is beyond Compariſon ——— 
T. Book. I can't conceive how one of thoſe ſneaking 
Academicks could perſonate ſuch a Character: for we 
bred in Camps, have a Behaviour that 1 2 "ape are 
us d to act be ore Crowd 
Pen. Lis certainly fo—— Nay; he has 4 
fronted-with it, as plainly as I peak to you, and yet | 
— bluſti d fr it, but os eb it as ahn 
an # £:54 WE" FS 
Book. That may be is want of knowing. 
themſelves; makes thoſe Coxcombs ſo confident. .. 
g on ”_ —— 23 Well then,” to 
ce i e a one may be brought to that Senſe, 
1 tell [my this the #is two Days ago was in 


e 1 | anging- 


have lately held a far Cour nem n 


Al OE Ut W — a 


L ? 2 
e ann 1 4 2 * 4 4 A 4 
———————— ——  —  — — — 
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2 


i 
| 

| | 
| 
3 


* 
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Hanging. ſleeves at ne and is nne. Beokue. 
Hal haf 
eng d "ls 


. Book. Well, was it not well 
Poo, I knew you well enough, and Jou knew me, 
before you writ to me for Mr. Bookwit's Son But 
I fell into that way of Talking purely to divert you— 
I knew you a Woman of Wit and Spirit—and that 
acting that Part would at leaſt ſhew. I had Fire in me, 
and wiſh'd myſelf that I would be half an Age to ſerve 
and pleaſe you Suffer in Campy, all the Viciſlitades 
of burning Heats and afflicting Colds— 

Vid. Look you, Sir, I ſhall tell Mrs. Matilda 
Newton, your Spouſe at o what you are ſaying 
to another Lady ———- 

Pen. Pr'ythee Couſin, never give your ſelf the 
Trouble to meddle in ſuch a Work one hardly 
knows how to ſpeak it to a Gentleman, but don't 

touch the Affair of ſo impudent a Lyar ——— 
. Book, Ha! ha! hal Why, Madam, have 
they told you of the Marriage too? —— Well, I was 
put to it there J had like to have been. 
| — 2 Faith — you were more beholden to me 
7 than any thing — Had it not been for that, 
they had marry'd me to Mrs, Penelope, Old Getwel's, 
Grandaughter ; the great Fortune But I refus'd 
her for you who are a greater .. 

Lat. Sir, Sir, pray one Word 

Pen. and Vid. Stand off, Sirrah. L 0 

Vid. You ſhan't come near him, none of your 
„ een greater 
Pen. Ihen you have refu tho' a , 

Fortune what could you diſlike in in her?! 

Y. Book. The whole Woman — Her Perſon, nor 
Carriage pleaſe me She is one of thoſe Women 
of Condition, who do and ſay what they pleaſe witn 
an aſſurd Air, and think that's enough, only to be 
call d fine Miſtreſs ſuch a one's manner , 

Pen. This is not to be endur'd — I * 
Sir, * N has ys 2 nt ; 


* 
2 


5 
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Vour Father Mr. 
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T. Beat. I don't much value my Nen ja her 
iden 1 have been ae Churcs — ran} ene 
Teen this goy weldy-thing tn « Colley watoting 


I've ſeen this g in a Gallery watching 
Eyes to make = OS in indeed a-very Cere- 

1OniOus Church-woman, and never. is ty of a 

Sin of Omiſſion to any Lady of ity, within Eye- 

WM In ſhort, I don't like the n, and would 

go to Tunis or for a Wife, . before I'd take her 

Vie. I cannot this of my Friend : 2 


on, Sir, at this rate, Tunis or Meppo are the * 
Places for you to ſhew your Gallantry in — "twill ne- 
2 be received by any here —1 hope ſhe. believed 


[ Made. 
als The Lady's in the Right on't—who cam con- 
fide in a known common Impoſtor ? 
FT. Book. Ah Madam kow canxau nite dbindet 
loves you ſo th ? —— But call me what you-will, 


| Lyar, Cheat, Impoſtor—do but add, your: Servant. 


— Jam ae e have indeed, Madam, ran 


through many Shifts in hopes to gain you and 
pany be contented to run through Yall the Shapes in 
Ouid's Metamorpbeſis, cou d I but return ta chis on my 
bended Knees, of my Fair one's humble Sarvant,; 
Had. Px let us leave him as yon ted we, 

I wonder you can ſuffer him to entertain yourſodong-— 
Leave him, let him Kkneel to the Trees, and call to 
= Woods —— if he will 
im 


Pen. No, I'll Hay to pla 


| what Opinion can I have of this ſudden Fadbon 
| You hardly know me, I believe, or my Circumſtan- 


ces ? | 
Y. Book. No, no, not I—I don't know you—your 
Sterling's Daughter 


Mother was not * 
" of Gras. . who had an 


Eſtate and never 2 'd? . you not a Brother 
kill'd at Landen ? Siſter Diana is not dead? 
nor zelle are not Co-heireſs With Miſs Maly, no, 


I dong know + oth nor love you. * 


Oh, I could brain 
bow ugly he looks kneeling to her? [ Afide, 


him more ut 
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Fan. I with I had taken her Advice in going —— 
He means her all this while=——Pſhaw this is down- 
right fooling. ' Let's go, my Dear, leave him to the 
Woods as you ſay. I wiſh twas full of Bears. [ 4/ie. 
Vi. No,. Now Tl! ftay to plague him. 
Pen. No, you ſhan't ſta Sir, we have given 
ourſelves the Diverſion to ſee you, and confront you 
in your Falſhoods; in which you have intangled 
your ſelf to that Degree, you know not even the 
Woman you pretend to; and therefore, Sir, I ſo far 
deſpiſe you, that if you ſhould come after me with 
your Fiddles ——— I'll have a Porter Ready to 
let you in. | 1 IA. 
Via. I don't know how to threaten a Gentleman 
in that manner : but I'm ſure I ſhall never entertain 
any Man that has diſoblig'd my Friend, while my 
Names Viria. [rum Armin Aim. 
Lat. Maſter—methinks theſe Ladies don't under- 
ſtand Wit They were very rough with ou. 
. Book. Ay, they were ſomewhat dull 
But really Victoria diſcover d herſelf at her going, 
methinks agreeably enough | 
Lat. I believe they are irrecoverably loſt — Pox 
ont, When I gave you ſo many Signs too— © 
F. iBook. Well, hang thinking —-Let's to the Ta- 
vern, and in every Glaſs name a new Beauty; till 
I either forget, or am -inſpir'd with ſome new Pro- 
jects to attain her. a 


While in « lovely en my Care, 
She'll ceaſe to be, or I to think ber fair. I Exeunt. 
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KW 
ACT IV. 8E NE 1. 


SCENE Covent Cen 


| Brter Dung Bookwit and Latine. 225 = 


T. Beck. HIS Roebuck has almoſt done my Bu- 
ſineſs—Rigby's an honeſt Fellow. and 
2 not poiſon us. The Wine had Good-Humour 
* oy in't My Blood byats high and 
Roter J What ſays my dear cquey ? ha? 
Lat. Why, Sir, I ſay, Sir, that I am in ſo nobl © 1 
exalted a Condition, that I almoſt forgot I am your 
Honour's Footman 
J. Book. Do but your Buſineſs well to- night | 
Lat. Who ſays the Tongue flutters, . falter, 
and Eyes fail with Drink — Tis falſe, my dear Ma- 
fler, my Tongue runs faſter than ever —-my Legs 
ſo briſk and nimble, that I can't ſtand fill; and my 
Eyes are better than ever they were, for I ſee every 
Ts double — But the Letter, the Le, 1 des 
ve it her. | 
Y. Beck, Here, here, Tack, take it. A 
| Lat.” Let's come nearer the Lam mp—Thip is is the 
foul Copy of it that cis wrap'd in Let me judge 
Now I ll be ſedate Let me read it again. 
I. Bok, But you look curſedly fluſter d They 1 
ſay you're drunk — Let's ſee, 1 muſt comb your 
Wig a little, 
= I ſhall be kick d for this Letter here about the 
middle Vou ſhould not talk of Joys ſo ſoon 
You ſhould write miſerable a 1 or three 
Weeks longer, — ſhall be waa. 


C 3 T. Books 
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T. Book. hn ſhes: ? what — 2 Mw of pos 
Philoſophy mu remember— the s but 
the — 4 rome of the Mind — Kicks come under the 

Topick of things without What ſhall I do for Powder 
for this ſmart Bob. [Combs out his own Mig into Lat. 

Lat. "Tis no matter, Sir, Powder comes under 
the Notion of things without. gf 
T. Book, Oh! but Ladies are no Philoſophers ; but 
as to being drubb'd (theſe Stockings too) you mult fix 
your Imagination upon ſome other Object, and you 
may by force of Thought ſuſpend your Feeling 

The Body is but the Inſtrument of the Mind—and 

you may command an Inftrument, _ _.. - Þ 
La. No, Sir, Fil have you to know, I'll ſave my 
Carcaſs by mere dint of Eloquence. You have no 

ther Orders ? X | | 
T. Book. No: but may Perſuaſion, Grace and E- 
locution. hang on thy Lipo But if you can come 
in to Y7Foria, the and the Wine you've drank will in- 
ſpire you. Farewel. 9 Bd. [Eri 

Lat. This is the enchanted Caſtle which the Lady 

fair inhabits. Ha! Mr. Simon, Sir, I am your mo 
© $i, Your Servant, good Sir, my Lady is with 
Madam Y7&oria at Cards—She'll lie here To- night. 
But all's ruin'd— They are both huge angry with 
your Maſter. But Leztice having taken a Fancy ta 
yau, Mr. Jobn, ſpoke up rarely, that ſhe did indeed. 
Lat. Can't one come to the Speech of her? | 
Sim. I was order'd to have a ſtrict Eye to the 
Poor, and let no Body in whatever I don't care 
for going up, becauſe ſhe'll ſee I have made a Cap of 
one of the fineſt Napkins, for which ſhe Il make a 
plaguy Baſe. 2: „„ 
Lat. Nay, nay, you are exactly of my Mind, 1 
love to avoid Anger. | = 
Sim. You are a little diſguis'd in Drink tho', Mr. 

ob But I han't ſeen you, not Io ftrait I 

$. Tettice is in the Anti-Chamber. E 


tw pes mn. | 55 


me 
Sim. I 
Lu. Loo 
wh do you mean, Mr. . Come, come, The) 
er your Lady's marry'd, all Belo Video 
Sim, Nay, I ſaid behind your Back, Mr. * 4 that 
were very well ſpoken - Well; 
ſtand your Friend as mach as © 
another, againſt all Maſters and Miſiredies 1 

Lat. Thanks, good Mr. Simon.” 


SCENE hes Lab Health $ ©. Gale 
Candle, 2 unlighted. 

| 3 a moſt fad _ one dares not light 5 
large Candle, exc 's coming in—and 
— can ſee to * — 8 N in all 


theſe Diftrafſer and My; Jaithfut Avghlus 


was _— all ——Y 


. -Arcadia— of coor fe OR 
Paramour ———— on his Heürt for for har 


there are no — now - A- days — 11s ry. 2 
But I ho they? 8 — _— 
the — everal Children 


Oh ! Bleſs me "A Man here} [Turns over the Leaves. 
* he S nm neee 7 


u Latine. 
1 wonder by what Means, with what 3 
ou could offer to come up Stairs, at this asg 
Fas my Lady in the next Room —1 
683 [uh e all. 
Dear Mrs. Lertice, my Love to ou [ Albud. 
| E Hiſt—hiſt! I am methinks, er, loth 
to diſcover you, becauſe Servants muſt do as they're bid 
for I know lit was not to ſee me. but ſome 
Meſſage Low our Maſter you came about. 
| nt d to bring a Latter from him, in 
to ſee yon, my Deareſt.” rund give it at all, 1 don't | 
care my Deareſt. | L. I Hand 
0 b c 4 Low, 


56 The Lying Loves: or, 

Lett.” Pho ! pho | now you are. rude, becauſe you 
know one dare not diſcover you—You do what you 
will. How he kiſſes. one's Hand] warrant he 
has kiſs d his — did you never hve i in 


a Lady's Service? 
Lat. No, nor do I value any of the Sex bas: your 


dear ſelf, Mrs. Lattice would be Wenner d. Lui. 
I'm in « Rape in a Flame! 


Pen. Within. Who's there? [ dah 
Lett. Hiſt ! hiſt !, cou'd not you have forc'd a Kiſs 
| quietly—Madam—Madam- Hold me faſt 


Shew the Letter, my __ $ coming —— I tell you, 
Sir, ſhe. will receive no Meſa ge at all Get you 
down Stairs, you impudent ! Hold me faſter yet, ſhe 0 
"loves your Maſter. | [Softly * to Latine. 


Euter Penelope and Victoria. 


. What can this enn. — What Fellow's that 
Has! ſeiz'd the. Wench ? | 
Lett. Madam, Madam, * 5 Mr. 1 Foot- 
- man. drunk, and has directly ſtole up Stairs with ſome 
Deſign, I fear on me—— But has 0 Letter from 
— by na to your Ladyſhip. .. . | 
3 r 
2 Tl rp the Raſcal well baſted for his Inſolence | 


——Serv'd juſt as his Maſter deſerves; .- 
be fneeling. Let not thoſe Lips, more ſweet than 
Labour of Hyblean Bees, utter a Sentence, as if a Li. '_ 


San Lioneſs on a Mountain gave thee ſuck, act thou 
wert the obdurate Offspring of a Rock. 
Via. Hyblzan! Libyan! Obdurate ! Ridiculous — 
The Fellow has got his Maſter's Cant! ha! ha! ha! 
Pen. Pl put him out of it, III warrant YOu — 
Wha, will no one come up there oy 


Ente? acts with Ns © . 


Las. Oh! for the force of Eloquence to allay and 
reconcile the Paſſion of this angry. Manſion ———— 


Thad like to have ſaid plain Houſe, which had been 
: 43 by 


- 


The Lapits FRIENDSHIP» 57 
againt the Laws of Buskin, in which I would at 
3 talk. 

Pen Djd you ever hear any thing like win ba! ha! 

' Maid, Madam, tha I bext him? l 
Let. Ah cull air, com ge 3 thou 
whoſe more Kilful Hand A 74 74 in fu Offices 

for the Support of . deſcend not * thyſelf, 
thou bright Cook-mnahhr—— K* ſunk Ai | 
with heightned.Guſts and quickning 5 Thos | 
what rd be Labour ele is "made Del ight. 
reat Rabuſt, let not thy Hand all red aLife - 
adam, excuſe me, I can't ws him 


it rather ſhould preſerve. 
Maid. Good f 
l | have Bowels for him. A F. 
Sim. I wiſh I had his Learning, W : 
buys in every thing wherever he lives 
Lat. This, Ma this faithful Paper tells you 
the Paſions of the teadereſt Heart at ah ever. bled for 
cruel Maid — Oh YV:i#:ria! Did you but hear his 
Sighs, his reſtleſs Hcurs ! —— how often he repeats . 
FVieteria ! 


Lert. Vietoria ! Then I f£nd this is none on't meant 
to my Lady—Nor to me neither—the Maſter and 


Man are both R AA. 
1 * 2 ſeaſonable Epiſtle - "bs a 
Midnight! 


Vid He can't mean me- To you he all 1 ö 
addreſs'd—Wou'd I cou'd read it without her. [Afide, 

Pen. To ſhew you I value neither Author nor 
Bearer of it —— Kick the Fellow down. 

Lat. Nay, Madam, fince Matters muſt come to 
Extremities, I'd rather 7 the Honour of your La- 
dyſhip's Command, to be cudgePd by your Fa- 
mily, than have it from my Maſter —— A diſappoint- 
ed Lover in his Rage will ſtrike Stone-walls, and 
things. inanimate, much more a live Footman, 
Therefore I muſt deliver my Me PI read it to 
you Ladies, for I ſee you are Fri 

Pen. Away with him. 

Lat. If the Sincerity of my Intention re 07 

Leit. Get out, falſe Wretch, * 


- 
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Lat. Demonflrable; in ſpits of ——= 
Maid. 1222 that 2 | 
Lat. Theſe Accidents, in which I have been involo'd, 

J fhould not- dare to tell you how alternately Joys, Rap- 

tures,  Ecflacies, Miſeries, Doubts, and Anxieties do 

attack a Rreaff devoted to you. | 

Whither ſhall injur'd Virtue fly for ſhelter, 

When Love and Honour ſuffer thus in me ! | 
Jy! could I rage, call Elements about. me, ſpout 
; ataracts nnomnn—n——s 8 
Muſt I be drubb'd with Broem- ſtaves? [Exit. Lat. 

De. Come in, my Dear, again — The Night 
is cold. | [Excunt. 


+ 


| Enter Lovemore and Frederick. | 

Teve. It is ſo pleaſant a Night, that I will ſee you 
over the Garden to your Lodgings 
Fred. That Compliment won't paſs upon me—— 
Your Reaſon for ſauntring this Way is that 'tis near 
Penelope's. 1 | 
Loe. I come for her ſake! No; ſhou'd ſhe write, 
beſeech, kneel to me, I think I ne'er ſhould value 
her more. No, Vil be no longer her Tool, her 
Jeſt ; ſhe ſhall not dally with a Paſſion ſhe deſerves 
not TOE 
Fred. Twere very well, were this Reſolution in 

our power ; but believe me, Friend, one Smile, one 

3lance that were but doubtful, whether favourable, 
wou'd conquer all your Indignation. 

Tove. Faith, I'm afraid what you ſaid is true. 
Fred. Then ſtrive not to be rationally mad, which 
vou attempt, if you think you can at once be at your 
own Command and at another's —=— Wou'd you be 
Maſter of your ſelf, and have a Miſtreſs ? . 

Lowe. But I can 1ebel againſt that Miſtreſs. 

Fred; Do if you can—— Nay, I'm ſure tis in your 
Power, becauſe to-morrow Morning you are to figtt 
a Rival ſor her—becauſe tho' you know ſhe lies back - 
wards, and you can't ſo much as ſce her chamber- 


Window, you muſt needs walk hither— Well, I pro- 
| | 4 telt 


; * 
% 
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teſt I'm of your Mind; there is methinks now 4 par- 
ticular amiable Gloom about that Houſe Tho' per- 
haps to ordinary Beholders it is exaaly like the others. 

Love. You are very witty, I muſt confeſs, at your 
Friend's Follies, Mr. Frederick. 

Fred. I won't then any longer diſturb your Medi- 
tation, but c'en go home like a dull Rogue as Tam, 
and without Love enough to any Woman, or Hatred 
enough to any Man P keep me awake —— fall — 
aſlcep——1 was to wiſh you Reſt, but 
above all that uld rain, I'd adviſe 
to forget it 9 into the Piazza, Exit. 

Love. "Tis very well, I'm deſervedly laugh'd at 
But the Door ns—Boekwit's Footman ! {Latine 

croſſes the Stage. ] the Maſter I ſuppoſe is there too: 
I'll watch for his coming out - The Morning 
approaches too ſlowly - He ſhall not to · 
night except it be for ever=——Oh Revenge ! Oh 
Jealouſy ! 


Enter young bookwit, with: þ Both and Chal FEY 


Y. Book. Since the Day ot . 
That little ” of * 8 

Tho' long it can't 775. 

For the Future and Paſt 

Ii ſpent with Remorſe and Deſpair : 


With ſuch à full Glaſs 
— that of Life . 
PTis made u 
A Sterm t of Bubble, 
There's no Bliſs but Pargetting Jour Care. 


I wonder what's become of poor Latine, I wiſh he 
1 a ol r of this co (Drink... 
ave no Patience to obſerve his inſolent 


HO 7 immoderately joyful my Miſe has made 
E & Bookwit ! 75 | « * 


Z. Book, Lævemort ? 


| — 


Lora. 
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Leu. What, Sir are you diverting the Thonghts 
of to-morrow Morning's Buſineſs with Midnight. Mot? 
Or is it an Aſſignation keeps you out of Bed 


T. Book. An Hour or two 'till Morning is not much 
in either of our Lives Therefore I muſt tell you 
now, Sir, I am ready for your Meſſage. 
2 That conſcious Light and Stars are Witneſſes 
0 „ a 1 . r 
T. Book. I want no Witneſſes——1 have a Sword, 
as you bid me meet you. [759 draw and fight. 
7 . You've done my Buſineſs. Falls. 
. Book. Then I've done what you deſir d me. 
But this is no Place for m. [Exit. 
; 449 Enter Conflable and Watchmen. | 
Conſt. Where, where was this claſhing of Swords? 
ſa-ho! ſo-ho! you Sir, what are you dead, ſpeak Friend, 


4 - 
* 


* 
* 


what are you afraid of ? If you are dead, the Law 


can't take hold of you. | 
Watch. I beg your Pardon, Mr. Conſtable, 711 (a 

by the Law to be carried to the Round-houſe for be- 

ing dead at this Time of Ni 


ht. 
Con. Then away with kim you three 
And you, Gentlemen, follow me, to find out who 


kill'd him. | [Exeunt. 
| N Enter Simon. | 
Simon. What's the matter, good Gentlemen, what's 

the matter! Oh me! Mr. Lowemore kill d— 


Oh me ! My Mind gives me that it muſt be about our 


young Lady. ; 
_ Watch. Does it ſo, Sir? then you muſt ſtay with us, 
[Some hold Simon, wwhilft others carry Lovemore .] 


Sim, I ſtay with you Oh gemini ! Indeed I can't. 


They can't be without me at our Houſe. 
Watch. But they muſt, Friend——Hark'e Friend, 

hope you will be hang'd. [Wipers him. 

Sim. Thang'd ! pray, Sir, take Care of your Words, 


Madam Pen- pe s, our young Lady's Servant hang d! 
take Care what you ſay. 


% PR 


Enter 


| 


The Lm Funden HIP, 
Enter Latine. 


© Lat. Whither ca this But be yon 
Sim. Oh! Mr. John, Mr. Lowemore 1s ny 4 jul 


now, ſince you went out of our Houſe ; and you and 


your Maſter muſt have a Hand in't. 


Lat. How! Lovemere kid, RY I Ie 


Conft. 21% what were you! running ſo faſt for 
There's a Man kill'd int Ganle nod Tarte. # ties 
Gentleman, and it muſt be you == for good honeſt 
Foy only beat one another 
| Lat. Nay, nay, we are all in a fair way to be fine 
Gendemen, Mr. Simon and all —— 
Conft. Hands off, Raſcals, you ſaid juſt now do 
you know what a Conſtable is ? 
T. Book, The greateſt Man in the Pariſh when all 


the reſt are aſleep. 


Conft. Come, come I find they are deſperate 


Fellows, we'll to the Juſtice, and commit em im- 
mediately. I'll teach Raſcals to ſpeak High Treaſon 
[Exeunt. 


againſt a petty Conſtable 
Euer Frederick, and / Ola Bookwit. 


O. Book. You well may be ſurpriz'd at my waiting 
here for your coming home—But you'll pardon me, 
oy it is to eaſe me of an Anxiety that keeps me 
waki 


"Fred. 1 ſhall be very glad if T am capable of do- 


ing that. 
O. Book. You knew my Tom at Oxford ——= and I 


believe were not ſo hard a Student, but you made 

ſome Acquaintance in the Town —— Therefore pray 

tell me — do yon know Mr. Newton there 

his Family, Deſcent and Fortune? 
. Fred, What Newton ? 


o. 2. 


2 ” * * 
Y * * * 2 
x : * 
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O. Book. T'll tell you, Sir, what you young Fellows 
take moſt notice of old ones for——a Token that you 
needs muſt know him by ——— He's the Father of the 

fair Matilda, your celebrated Beauty of that Town. 
Fred. I aſſure you, Sir, I never heard of the Fa- 
ther or Daughter, till this Inſtant= = therefore 
I'm confident there's no ſuch Beauty —— © © 

O. Book. Oh Sir, I know your Drift you're ten- 
der of informing me for my Son's ſake! — He told 
me all himſelf I know all the Progreſs of his 
Love with the-young Lad — How he was taken 
in the Night in her Bed-c 1amber by his Piſtol going 
of—the Family Diſturbance which was rais'd upon't, 
which he compos'd by marrying—-lI know it all— 

Fred. Is Tom Bookwit then matry'd at Oxford ? © 

O. Book. He is indeed, Sir, therefore our Affairs 
are now fo link'd that twill be an ill Office both to 
the Nexwtons, and to us to conceal any thing from 
me, that relates to them. 5 „ 

Fred. A Man can't be ſaid to conceal what he does 
not know =——— But it ſeems it was Mr. Bookawit 
gave you this Account himſelf ———. 

O. Book. Yes, Sir; I told you, Sir, I had it from 
himſell—— _ l 

Fred. Then I'm ſure there was nothing leſt out, he 
never tells a Story by Halves ——— 

O. Baok. Why then you think my Son's a Lyar. 

Fred. Oh fie, Sir, but he enlivens a mere Nar- 
ration with Variety of Accidents——=to be plain, his 
Diſcourſe gains him more Applauſe than Credit 
You could not, I believe, have married your Son to 2 
leſs expenſive Lady in England, than this Mrs. Ma- 
_ tian — I'll be iworn you'll avoid all the Charge of 

gay Dreſs, high Play, and ſtately Childbirth 
you underſtand me, Sir? 


O. Book. I never could ſee any thing in my Son, 
that's diſingenuous, to put his aged Father to this 
Shame. | Sb 1 

Fred. Never fret or grieve for't He told Lv: 
miore this Morning, ſuch a Relation of his feaſting 

| | Ladies, 
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at—that he has brought 
— 


Ladies and I know not v 
a Tilt upon his Hands, to-morrow Morn: 
therefore keep him at Home, TI to his Adverſary 


ſo we'll convince him of a Fault which has ſo ill (tho 
not intended) Conſequences 


O. Book. You'll highly oblige me, Sir: I'll trouble 
you no longer. L 
SCENA Newgate, Y Bookwit, Latine, Simon, 
Storm, with the Croud of Fail-birds. ” 


Storm. I end, Sir, by Mr. Turnkey, the Gen- 
tleman there with a broken Noiſe, that your e brought 
in for Murther — I honour you, Sir. II don't 
queſtion but twas done like a Gentleman=om—_ * 

Y. Book. | hope it will a ſo. 

Storm. I come, I fear, Sir, to | 
with ſome Prejudice, becauſe you ſee me thus in I. 
rons ——e but AfiQion is the Portion of the Vir- 
tuous and the Gallant ——— 42) . 
5 Y. Book. It does not depreſs, Sir, but manifeſt the 

rave. | 
Storm. Right, Sir, I find you're noble—you 
prong — heard of me — my Name is Anke hd 
his Perſon, my Friend, who is called Faggor, and 
myſelf being expos'd by an ungrateful World to feel 
its Cruelty and Contempt of ra Virtue — made 
= upon it—and in open Day infeſted their High- 
oad. 8 | 

T. Book. Your humble Servant, Gentlemen —I do 
convince you — your Spirits could not ſtoop to bar- 
ter on the Change, to ſneer in Courts, to lye, to 
fatter, or to creep for Bread—You therefore choſe 


* 


rather to prey like Lions, than betray like Crocodiles, 


or fawn like Dogs - you took upon you to interru 
the Cntr ef a cheating World — to unload the 
Uſurer of his anxious Pelf—and fave the thought - 
leſs landed Boy, he travell'd to undo—with a thouſand 
ſuch good Actions, by which means you two 2 in- 
: | - 211043 


- 
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famous, for what two millions of you had been glo- 
Tous. al 5 N 2 

Storm. Right, Sir. ſee you're knowing, Sir, 

and learn d in Man — This Gentleman, Mr. oal 

the Chymiſt, was our ſecret Correſpondent, and as 
we never robb'd a poor Man ſo he never cheated 

a Fool But ſtill impos'd on your moſt ſfrightly 

Wits and Genius — Fellows of Fire, —_— etal, 

whoſe quick Fancies and eager Wiſhes form'd Rea- 

ſons for their undoing He is a Follower of the 
great Raimundus Lullius; the Publick think to frigh- 
ten him into their own Purpoſes — but he']l leave 
the ungrateſul World without the Secret——— :! 

Char. You know, Sir, he that firſt aſſerted the An- 
tipodes, dy'd for that Knowledge ; and I, Sir, having 
ſound out the Melioration of Metal, the Ignorant will 
reeds call-itCoining — and I am to be hang'd for't, 
would you think it? 

T. Bock. When, pray, Sir, are you to be immortal? 

Char. On Friday next I'm very unhappy our 
Acquaintance is to be ſhort I'm very ſorry your 
Buſineſs is not over, Sir, that if it muſt be, we might 
go together. 

Y. Book. I'm highly oblig'd to you, Sir. 

Char. Yet let me tell you, Sir, becauſe by ſecret. 
Sympathy I'm yours - I muſt acquaint you, if you can 
obtain the Favour of an Opportunity and a Crucible-- 
J can ſhew Projection —— directly Sol, Sir, Sel, Sir, 
more bright than that high Luminary the Latins 
call'd fo —— Wealth ſhall be yours We'll turn 
each Bar about us into Golden Ingots—Sir, can you 

lend me half a Crown? 

J. Bok. Oh, Sir, a Trifle between ſuch old Ac- 

quaintance. 7 
Storm, You'll be indicted, Sir, to- morrow I would. 

adviſe you, when your Indictment's read to one 


Thing —— that is — don't cavil at falſe Latin; but 
if by Chance there ſhould be a Word of good, except 
to that, and puzzle the whole Court. | 


T. Back. 


* * 8 4 2 5 * 3 * Yo _— * 
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Ba Book. Sir, Pm oblip dx 
Storm. I defy the World to ay, I ever did. an ill 
Thing, I love my Friend - but e 1» always 
little Trifle given to Priſoners, they call Garniſh ; we 
of the Road are above it, but o other Side. of the. 
Houſe, fills Raſcals that came voluntarily hither — 
Such as are in for Fools, ſigu d their own Mint, 


in being bound for others, may perhaps want it: I'll 


be your faithful Almoner.. 


J. Book. Oh; by all means; Sir,. I Gwen him Money. 


Storm. Pray, Sir, is that your Footman ? 

Y. Book. He is my Friend, Sir. 

Storm. Look you, Sir, the only Time to make uſe 
of a Friend is in Extremity ; do you think you cou'd 


not hang him, and ſave yourſelf ; Sir, my Service to - 


you, your own Health. 
Pri/. Captain, your Health. 3 
Ilses it to the next Priſoner. 

2 Pri/. Captain, your Health. 

Storm. But perhaps the Captain likes Brandy bet- 
ter — — So- ho! Brandy there [Drinks] But you 
don't perhaps like theſe ftron Ligne — Cydcr 
ho ! — Drinks to him in it — Gen: 

Captain, I ſee you don't love Cyder neither — You 


and I will be for Claret then — Ah! marry I I knew 
this would pleaſe (Drinks.] you: [Drinks againÞ Faith | 


we'll make an end on't, I'm glad you like it. 
Faru. I'm ſorry, Captain Storm, to fee you im- 
ro: upon a Gentleman, and put him to Charge in 
is Misfortune — If a Petey Lacan TOY had 
done this but one of the Road! 
Storm. I beg your Pardon, Sir, I don't queſtion 
but the Captain underſtands there is a Fee to you for 
ing. the Keeper's Side. [Book. and Latine gue 
'm Money] Exeunt Turnkey, Limon following. ] Nay, 
nay, you muſt ſtay here. r 
Sin. Why I am Simon, Madam Penelope's Man. 
Storm, Then Madam Penelip“s Man muſt ſtrip for 
Garniſh ; indeed, Maſter Simon, you mult, _ 
Sim. Thieves! Thieves! Thieves! 


1 


Storm. 
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Storm. Thieves I Thieves ! Why you ſenſelefs Dog. 
do you think there's Thieves in Newpate ? Away with 


him to the 'Tap-houfe. ¶ Pater him .] We'll drink 
his Coat off. Come, my little Chymiſt, thou Walt 


tranſmit this Jacket into Liq ar win 
make us forget the evil ce 


ours, let us merry. 


For Buth Villains muſt Abo it to 133 7 92 
That en ones * 2 the World in u, 4 


henry ec te 


(un. 
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SCENE, Newgate. HE 


SCENE alas; ani] ers Bookwit' en a hs 
 effcep, n n. 


Lat H 0 W quietly he reſts! Oh that I could, 
watching him, hang ing * over him, an an 
feeling all his Care, protect ths : 

Oh Sleep ! thou ſweeteſt Gift of 1 ANG to . 
Still in thy dow ny Arms embrace my Friend, 
Nor looſe him from his inexiſtent Trance | 

To ſenſe of him of Yeſterday, and Pain of wg ; 
In thee th' Oppfeſſors ſooth their angry Brow, 

1 Boy! th Opprels'd forget Ty yrannick PoW I, 

n thee 

The Wretch condemt'd is equal to his Nen. 

And the ſad Lover to his cruel Fair; 

Nay, all the mining Glories Men purſue, - 

When thou art wanted, are but empty Noiſe : , 
Who then wou'd court the Pomp of guilty Power, 

When the Mind ſickens at the weary Shewv, - PSA 
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And flies r 1 

When half our ife's Cellation of our Being — 

| He awakes | 

| How do I pity that returning Life,” 

Which I cou'd hazard thouſand Lives to fave ae. 

| xc Book. How heavily do I awake this Morni 

Oh this ſenſeleſs drinking ! To aſſure a whole W 

Pain for an Hour's Jollity—Methinks my Senſes - 
rning round me—I have bet i Hints of 

the laſt Night — Ha? in a Goal; ! I remem- 

ber, I remember: Oh Lovemore! Lowemore / Ire- 
Lat. You muſt have Patience, and bear it like a 

Man. - 

Y. Book. Oh | whither ſhall I run avoid myſelf? * 

Why all theſe Bars ? Theſe bolted Iron Gates? | 


Fancy ds my Senſes to DiſtraQion. 
And my Soul ftretches to that boundleſs 
To which I've ſent my wretched, wretched 83 
Oh ! Latine ! Latine 1s all our Mirth and Humour 
come to this? le? 
Give me thy Boſom, cloſe in thy Boſom hide me 
From ay yes, I cannot bear their Pity or Res, 
roach | 
t. Dear Bookwit how heartily I love you ——1 
4 t know what to ſay—But pray have Patience 
3 Foo Peak beak bees: 4 
municate our Pit pes 
inborn Woe, = —_ mind ? Wa 
Lat. In all Aſſaults of Fortune that ſhould be 85 
rene, ü 
Not in the Power of Aceident or nan | 
T. Bok. Words! Words! all that is bat mare Tall; 
Perhaps indeed to undeſery'd Affliction 


Reaſon and Argument may give Relief, 


* 


Or, 


% 
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Or in the known Viciſſitudes of Life, 
We may feel Comfort by our Self-perſuaſion. 
But oh! there is no talking away Guilt : | 
This Divine Particle. will ake for ever. 4 
There is no. Help but whence I dare not ak: 
When this material Organ's indiſpos'd, | 
Juleps can cool, and Anodynes give Reſt, 
But nothing mix with this celeſtial Drop, 
Bot Dew from that high Heav'n of which tis part. 
Lat: May that high Heav'n compoſe your Mind, 
And reconcile you to yourſelf. TE 
V. Buck. How can I hope it 
No il muſt deſcend from Man, 
Grovel on Earth, nor dare look up again! 
Oh Lowemore ! Lowemore ! where is he now? 
Oh ! Thinking, Thinking, why. didſt thou not come 
| ſooner, 5 
Or not now F=—— . Ws 0M | 
My Thoughts do ſo confuſe me now,. as my 
Folly and Pleaſures did before this fatal Accident, — 
that I can recolle& whence Lovemore was provok'd to 
challenge e. _ 
Lat. You know, dear Bookwit, I fear'd ſome III 
from a careleſs way of talking — but alas ! I dreamt 
not of ſo great — TS , BhPS 
T. Book. Ay there it was — He was naturally a 
little jealous! Heavens, do l ſay he was! I talK'd to 
him of Ladies, Treats, and he might poſſibly be. 
lieve *twas where he had engag'd — | remember his 
ſerious behaviour on that Subject Oh this unhap- 
py Tongue of mine! 4 7 
Thou lawleſs voluble deſtroying Foe, | 
That ſtill run'ſt on, nor wait' it Command. of Reaſon, 
Oh ! I cou'd tear thee from me 5 
Lat. Did you not expoſtulate before the Action 
Z. Book. He-wou'd have don't; but I fluſh'd with 
_ the Thoughts of Duelling —— preſs'd on—— Thus 
for the empty Praiſe of Fools, I'm ſolidly unhappy. 
Lal. You take it too deeply — Your Honour 
was concern'd; © „ 
hag F. Book. 


Cr 
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Y. Book. Honour ! thethorrid Application of that 


* 


facred Word to a R == riendſhip, Law 
and Reaſon, is a damn d laſt Shift of the damm d en- 
vious Foe of Human Race. The routed Fiend | 
jected this but ſince th" expanſive glorious Law Tom 
Heav'n came down Forgive. . 


Euter Turnkey. 


Tum. Gentlemen, I come to tell you that you have 
the Favour to be carried in Chairs to your Indict- 
ment, to which you muſt go immediately. © 

Lat. We are ready, Sir. EY 5 | 

Y. Book. How ſhall I bear the Eye-ſhot of the 
Croud in Court? W #0) e Leut. 


| SC ENE, Frederick Lodgings. | 2 


Enter Lovemore in a Serjeant's Gown, and Frederick. 
Lowe. Mankind is infinitely beholden to this noble 
Styptick, that could produce ſuch wonderful Effects 
ſo ſuddenly : but tho my Wound was very flight, 
I'm weak by the Effuſion of ſo much Blood 
Fred. Yet after all, you have not loſt enough to 
cool your Paſſion, Your Heart ſtill beats Pee, 
Penelope but in a EO you have {Oppor- 
tunity for Obſervation ; you'll ſee whether you ought 
ſtill to value her or not: I'm glad you thought of 
being brought hither as ſoon as you came to your. 
ſelf; I expect old Booktwit every Moment here 
| Enter Old Bookwit. 7 
O. Book. Oh! Mr. Frederici— Too late, too late 
was our Care: they met laſt Night, and then the 
fatal Act was.done—You'll excuſe, Sir, a Father's 
Sorrow — I can't ſpeak much, but you may gueſs 
what I hope from you. | 95. 1 
Fred. You may depend upon ingennous Uſage in 
the Proſecution; I'm going inſtantly to Pene/ope's wh 
this learned Geatleman, to know what ſhe can y | 


thither e're this; and IT deſire this worthy Serjean 


very ha 


05? 


20 The Lyine Loves: or, 


to this matter — I defir'd you in the Note I ſent you 


to purchaſe the Favour of your Son's being — 
thither, Where he and you may be Witneſſes of what 


| ſhall paſs————1I ſeek not his blood, nor would 


negle& a Juſtice to my deceas'd Friend. | 
© O. Book. I believe my Son and the reſt are goin 


Favour and Advice— — ſince we both mean the 
ſame thing, only to act with Honour, if his Life 
may be fav'd ——— 151 
"Look. III do what's juſt to the Deceas'd and the 
Survivor. | 
0. Bool. I'Il leave you, but will take Care to come 
in juſt afore the Criminals arrive 8 [Exit. 
Love. The poor old Gentleman=— Pr'ythee let's 


. go, I long to ſee my lovely Torment Penelope. 


Fred. I'll but leave word within [Eæcunt. 
' SCENE Penelope Lodgings. 
Enter Penelope and Victoria. 


Pen. It ſeems Simon lay out all Night, and was 


carried away by the Watch with ſome Gentlemen in 
Vie. I fancy the Men who are always for ſhewing 
their Valour, are like the Women who are always 
talking of their Chaſtity, becauſe they are conſcious 
of their Defe& in't. 5 T N 
Pen. Right for we are not apt to raiſe Argu- 
ments, but about what we think is diſputable ——— 
Vie. Ay, ay, they whoſe Honour 1s a fore. Part, are 
more fearful of being touch'd, than they in whom 
tis only a tender one. But tell me honeſtly, Pene- 
lope, ſhould poor Lowemore be in this Rencounter, and 
that for your Sake, wou'd it have no Effect upon you 
in his Favour? 3 Ae | 
Pen. I don't know how to anſwer you ; but I find 
„ in that Reflection, which acquaints me tis 
for one to know one's own Heart. [Sighs. 


Queſtion overs, as well 2 it 2 kg: it love 
me as well as ever it did? 


in y 
Lich. It does, — 10 own it t a 
lon confliet with 1 — {elf on mx Pillow, lat __ 


— Cam mein htly Bea 
vy d that ſpri ous native Beaut of yours; 
J fee it now —— "I us nate Ban of that I 
can conquer, I think I — © [engines wage 
ſelf that oppoſes the Happineſs «> * Rn a 
Friend m—_m—_o—om—_ , | 

_ Via. Explain your ſell, my Dear. 

Pen. I'll diſcountenance this Brokwi/'s 3 
Addreſſes And if Lowemore can forgive my late 
boo 10. need ſay no ne 1 


Ener Seu“. 


60e. Me, Frederick below EEE EE NY on 
ſome extraordinary Buſineſs. ; 

Vids. I have not Time, deareſt Friend, to ap- 
plaud or thank you but run in He comes 
trom Lowemore remember. 65 

Pen. Let bim come up =—— Ne t J 
Life forbear a little Tyranny. | 


Enter Frederick and Heb 


Pen. Good-morrow, Sir: I believe I know your 
Buſineſs—your' re officious for your Friend 
But I am deal. 

Fired. I know you are, and have been - but I come 
only to do him a laſt Office He'll trouble 


* no more, but I muſt conjure you to real m 
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and inform this learned Gentleman what you know 
of this Misfortune. 
Pen. Reading. Your Craet proved ne ro ee ah 

Favour of dying by Mr. Bookwit's Hand, fince he had 
taken from me more.than Life, in robbing me of you —— 
arewel for ever — I direct Frederick ot to give yon 
this, till I'm no more— Writ in his Blood! — Till 
I am no more! Lovemore no more — Thou ſhalt not 
be no more Thou ſhalt live here for ever. 


Here thou deareſt Paper, mingle with 'my Life's 
Stream: Either the Paper bleeds a- new, or . Eyes 
weep Blood So let em do for ever ———— 
Oh, my Lowvemore! Did the Vanity of a prating Boy 
baniſh thy ſolid Services and manly Love? 

Fred, This is no Reparation to him for his loſt 
Life, nor me for my loſt ' Friend Vet when you 
pleaſe” to receive em, I am oblig'd to deliver you 
ſome Papers, wherein he has given you all the For- 
tune he could beſtow; nor would revoke it, ev'n 
thus injur'd as he wag— 

Pen. Curſe on all Wealth: and Fortune! he, he is 
gone, who only deferv'd all, and whoſe Worth 1 
know too late. | 

Love, Oh Ecttaſy ! why was I angry at her re- 
joicing at my Sorrow, when hers to me is ſuch a 

petfel bliſs! *Tis barbarous not to diſcover myſelf ! 

[To Fred. 

Fred. Do, and be us'd batbardully but, 
Madam, you muſt be compos'd; your Life ſor ought 
I know is at flake, for there are ſuch things as 
Acceſſaries in Murder; and it can be prov' you 
knew of Lovemore s threatning to fight Buokwit 
You muſt either take your Trial yourſelf, or be Mr. 
 Bookwit's Witneſs. 

Pen. I his Witneſs! = No, = STI fivear 
any thing to hang him. 


Fred. Ah! Madam, you muſt endl your ſelf 


be. P; ay, Sir, read her Indictinent to 


WE" 6 & 4 #5 5 
© * 


Love, 


We Lanins Fanpentr. 
Reading. That on the ſaid third A 
42 Penelope, of the . Se. —_ — 
Fields, Spinfler, without Fear lfu her Eyes, but by 
pos. 924 hap as tony ry orgs. | 


7 1 os nt to the 
0 john Lovemore, fquire, of t never 
Years, or thereabouts.. 7 7 

Fred. I can't bear-che mention of him without 
Tears. He was the fincereſt Friend. 

Lov. 1 think I have ſeen him——He was, I've 


| ys | - 
Love. I tremble, — 
3 


Pex. When did has bk of Men ere good Mr 


Frederick ? 
Fred. This M : But ſhoukd I ſpeak the 


ner. With a * 
I went in Te s to take eee. 


; Man! U 
er d with his Tongue, 
On her that — in her — 
| entail'd on Life, 


27 © 


for her. 
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Then why our Arts, why to a Man enamour 9, 
That at her Feet effuſes all his Soul, 
Muſt Woman cold „ falſe th-berſelf and him'? 
Fred. Do you ſeethere=You'd have fpoke before 
ſhe conſider d that Aue to Love. 

Pen, Oh! cou'd I ſee Rd his livid Lips, 
And n —_ 
His d glare n orror, 

That 2d w. to glote — = Love Oe me — 
Let mine for ever then be ſhut to Joy, | 
Io all that's bright, and valuable in Man! | 

I'll to his facred Aſhes be a Wife, 

And to his: Memory devote my Life. [Exie. 
>.> 6 This ! is worth dying for indeed I'll fol- 

Fred. 8 ou ſhan't ; let her go „eben ber 
ſelf upon her Bed, and hug, and call her Pillow Lowe- 
more. 'Tis but what you've done a thouſand times 


} * 


Gove. That's true too. 

Fed. Let het contemplate on the Miſchief of her 
Vanity: She ſhall lament till the Glaſs is of our 
Side Till its pretty Nies be all blubber'd, its Heart 
muſt heave and pant with perfect 8 befure 
*twill feel the Sorrow of another's. t you know 
Pride, Scorn, Affectation, and a ad.» mg of Ills muſt 


be ſobb'd away, before a great Beauty's wow wa 'd 


to . 
Eater Seruunt. 


Serv. Old Mr. :Bookwit enquires for you here, Mr, 


Frederick. 
Fred. Pray let him come up. 


Enter Old Bookwit. 4 a0 * 


Love. What's the matter? You ſeem more diſcom- 

| than you were at Mr. Frederict's ; ſomething 
new. 

O. Book: T ſaw the Boy 'a coming in a Chair, he 

looks languid and diſtreſs'd, poor Lad ! He —_ 


ſition —— Oh ! Gentlemen F= 
is to be a Father o 

eee 
E : 


e. Servant. 


Ener Bookwit, 1 n 


Oh, my dear Child, Oh Tom/ are all chy 
-ther's Hopes then come do this, that he can't 
his only bon, but guarded by a Goaler? — Thy 
ther's „that hv'd not to fee this Da Is allthe 
Nurture the . Eruditon * 
ſhe bequeath'd Is * 25 3 
my San |. m __— thy Father! I 
fink with Ten —— my 13 my An 
while thou art Ye 3b 7, od e 15 20 
F. Rook. O 2 


Let me not ſee Tears, don't double y Ane 

tions by your Woe — 44 1 
There! Conſolation when a Friend lanients u, bat 
when a: Parent „ the — r 7 
Too much our own o be call en 5 4 
Oh =__ — was born 1 Er. 
»Tis but ex Thought, a — , 
Ages and — mag, Tab | 
And with reſiſtleſs Force, like Waves o'er Waves, : 
Roll down th' jrrevocable Stream of Time, 
Into the inſatiate Ocean for ever Thus w ars gone. 
Ant the erroneous Senſe of Man tis the Lamented 
That's at reſt, nne 1 
All m Sorrows vaniſh with that Thought 
But Heav'n grant my aged We Fg W 

O. Beat. Oh Child 1. 5% eee, any, 


4 8 8 | IP SS i %Þ 
” . 
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OY 
thee 
Mo- 
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T. Book, Do not torment yourſelf, you ſhall pro- 
8 
What if they braid you with my Death . 
Conſider, 4-4 in e that our Relation ceaſes, 
Nor mali 1 want your Care, or know your Grief. | 
It matters not whether by Law, or Nature, tis I die. 
What, won't my Father hear me plead to him ? 
Don't turn from me . 
Vet don't look at me with your Soul ſo full. 

O. Book, Oh my Child, my Child—I cou'd hear 
thee ever. 

Twas that I lov'd thee, that I turn away. 
To hear my Son perſuade me to reſign him, 
I can't, I can't. The Grief is inſt ble. | 
- 4% er NR Ram 2 


er Decency in my Dirk. 


0. Book, If we might be apart — 1 
af en. 
ee eee 
Gaal. No, no, we we'll leave you to yourſelves. 
LExeunt. 
9. Beek. 1 have. we much upon. me, Child,” to 


id indeed have nothing to ſay, but to fred thiy 
7 er we part for ever, if Tears — 
let me—— When you have ſlept in your Cradle, I 
have -wak'd for you — and was it to ods End—Oh 
Child, you've broke your Father's Heart. abe nd 
Y. Book. Good n n A . and 
protect . 4 
Pe faints, he „ cold; Fry 


Running 10 a. | 


eld ure Fateide: 


[You've brake edlen Heart! Oh TOs ! 
I'm all Contagion, to pity me is Death. 

My Griefs to all are — but myſelf. 

You've broke your Father's Heart ! if I did fo, 
Why. thus Giga i in Death, thou ſmiling Clay, 
WR chat calm Aſpect to 1 Murderer ? 


Ro A 


Oh 
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Oh big unutterable Grief — merciful Heav'n ! 
I don't deſerve this Eaſe of Tean to melt 
With Penitenee Oh ſweet, ſweet Remorſe, 
Now all my Powers Way 
To my juſt Sorrow, 1 Fathers, L- Aland. 
Thou venerable * of my Life, 
Why don't I alfo die, deriv'd from thee ? 

Sure y 70a are wor gone PONY out of Life 
Thus eaſy, which you fo much fear dia me? 
[Takes him by the Hand, 
Why ſtay 1 after ? but I deſerve to tay, 
To feel the quick Remembrance of my Follies, _ 
Yet if my Sighs, my Tears, my Anguiſh can atone—+- 
Re-enter Frederick, Lovemore, Latine, Goaler, 
- / "Vigoria and Penelope. 


e What is the Matter Wat 

Y. Bock. Behold this Sight, I am the guilty Wretch-- 

Fred. Keep aſide a little, Sir, he only. ſwoons, 
hope; 1 think he breathes — yes he returns——you ; 


muſt compoſe ard +. of gp ſelf. 
ow utterly he ſeems dtreſ7 d. 


© Lat. Poor Hoster, h 
O. Book. F and 
hear you patientiy. 
Fred. You, Sir. his favourite Servant, pray ſpeak 
honeſtly the Truth of what you know, to this , 
ed. Gentleman, who is Counſel in chis Caſe, 
. Book. He is not —— 

Lore. Pray, Sir, give the Servant n bin. 1 
Lat. Know then, Þ am not What 1 ſeem, but a 
Gentleman of a plentiful Fortune. Tam thus dreſ d 
to carry on ſuch gay Purſuits as ſhould offer in 
Town —— Not to detain you, Mr. Bookait ſent me 
late laſt Night with a Letter to one of theſe Ladies— 
Coming from thence, as. I croſs'd, I ſaw Lovemere in 
the Garden; he — me, and after ſome eſtions 
concerning my Meſſage to this Houſe, to which he 
did not like my Anſwers, he ſtruck me; r fought 

left him dead upon the spot, of which this 
| Gentleman i is gtiſtleſs ———- 


7 Þ 0. Book. 
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O. Book, How ! was it you then that kill'd Mr. 
=_ Lat. "Twas this unhappy Hand gave him his 
= Death, but ſo provok'd | 
= Y. Book. Who could believe that any pleaſing Paſſion 
Cou'd touch a Breaſt loaded with Guilt like mine? 
But all my Mind is ſeiz d with Admiration 
1 Of thy ſtupenduous Friendſhip==W hat then 
3 Could ſt thou hold thy innocent Hand up at a Bar 
_ With Felons, to ſave thy Friend? | 
= - How ſhall I chide or praiſe thy brave Impoſture ? 
Ah! Sir, believe him not—He cannot bear the Loſs 
of me, whom he o'ervalues ; therefore with higheſt 
1 Gallantry he offers a Benefit which 'twere the meaneſt 
* Baſeneſs to receive. | £2 | 
4 But Death's mare welcome than a Life ſo purchas'd. 
Lat. We all know you can talk, and gild things as 
you pleaſe, but the Lady's Servant knows I was ta- 
q en near the Body, when you ——_ 
_— T. Book, dir, do but hear me— [ Pufaing away Lat. 
, Lat. Ill eafily convince you. [ Puſhing 1 
| . Book. Pray mind him not, his Brain is touch'd- - 
Tat. I am the Man, he was not near the Place 
Lobe. I can hold out no longer —— Lowemore ſtill 
liveth to adore your noble Friendſhip, and begs a ſhare 
in't. Be not amaz'd ! but let me graſp you both, 
who in an Age degenerate as this, have ſuch tran- 
ſcendent Virtye— 3 i 
T. Book. Oh Lavemore! Lowemore! How ſhall I 
ipany my Joy at thy Recovery —— 
fail beneath the too ecftatick Pleaſure — 
What Help has human Nature from its Sorrows, 
When our Relief itſelf is ſuch a Burthen! 
© ©. Book. Oh, the beſt Burthen upon Earth! I beg 
our Pardon, Sir——1 never was ſo taken with a Man 
in my Life at firſt Sight. [Kiſſes Love.) Let me be 
= known to you too. 1 [To Lat. 
* Las. Sir, You do me Honour —— % 
E O0. Book. But yon, Ladies, are the firſt Cauſe of 
. the many Errors we have been in, and you only can 
, extricate 
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extricate us with Satisfaction Such is the Force of | 


 Beauty—The Wounds the Sword gave this Gentle- 

man were light, but you have transfix'd a vital and a 

noble Part, his Heart—Had I known his Pretences, 

I had not interpos'd for my Son | | 

Fred. Come, Madam, no more of the Cruel — Go 

on, Lovemore; o my Conſcience the Man's afraid 

tis Impudence to be alive again—You fee him now, 

Madam, now you may preſs. his livid Lips, and call 

him back to Life with your Complaints. 

Tove. I ſtand, methinks, the brink of Fate, 1 
in an ambiguous Interval of Life, and doubt Yaccept 1 

of Being till you ſmile, In every human Incident 0 Y 


s 


beſides 5 
I am ſuperior, and can chuſe or leave, 
But in minuteſt things that touch my Love, 


My Boſom's ſeiz'd Anguiſh, or with Tra: * 
7 Pan. You've ſhewn your Paſſion to me ==. 4M 
Honour, that if I am confus'd, I know I ſhould not 
be, to ſay I approve it For I know no Rules 18 
ſhould make me inſenſible of generous Uſage - Me 
Perſon and my Mind are yours for ever. © 
Love. 'Then Doubts and Fears and anxious Cares 
be gone. | | 
All ye black Thoughts that did corrode my Breaſt; — / * 
Here enter Faith, and Confidence, and Love ! 


Love that can't live with Jealouſy, but dwells 

With ſacred Marriage, Truth, and mutual Honour, | 

I knew not where you wou'd beſtow your, Vows, 4 

But never doubted of your Faith When given. { 
— mp ba he ers ae: 

. Bool. ou im „ Co 's re- 

You have from Nature every x 

To make you well become what Fortune gave you : 

But neither Wit or Beauty, Wealth or Courage, 3 

Implicitly deſerve the World's Eſteem, 14 

They're only in their Application, Goods 

How cou'd you fight a Man, you knew not why ? +: 

You don't think that tis great, merely to dare? «i 


'Tis 


* 


% 
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'Tis chat a Man is juſt he ſhould be bold; "7 
Indeed you have err'd. | 1 
© Lat. You give my Friend, methinks, too much 
TCompunction for a little Levity in his Actions 
when he's too ſevere in's own Reflections on em. 
Pen. Well, Vidboria, you fee I take your Advice at 
_ in OPED of 3 5 97 4 

Vid. I congratulate your mifling of the other. 
Pen. 1 heartily — you, my dear Friend. 

O. Book. But we beſt guide our Actions by hopes 
of Reward. Cou'd but my Son have ſuch a glori- 
ous Proſpect as this Fair-One, [Te Victoria.] 1 
8 not but his future Carriage wou'd deſerve 

T. WP : 

Vie. I believe I may ſafely promiſe to approve of 
all the Truth he tells . "7 5 | KF 7 dof 
I. Book. You've promiſed then, to like all I ſhall 


Ly Book. Theſe unexpected Events deſerve 
dur Celebration with ſome Mirth and Fiddles. 

Fred. I foreſaw this happy Turn, therefore have 
prepar'd 'em — Call in the Dancers, | 


— 
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Pax HE 2 Years TR 937 reflere, 


ritain news | 
When in a = Age 3% | 
. Beauty the Sword of Fuſtice drew. 


is 


Nymphs and Fauns, and rel Pein, 80 
al Floods and ſbady 3 22 85 
No more ſhall here 
2 Gram, 


The flowing Wave and li 
Owe only to their preſent Juen 
*  Saftty and their: Pride. 
> we" 
United Air, and Pleaſares bring, 
. Of tender Note, and tuneful Springs 
All your Arts devoted are | 
To move the Innocent and Fair: 


M lil. receive the pleafing Wound, | | 
Ecko repeat the dying l. . 


7. Beek. Since ſuch. deſerv'd Misſortunes * muſt 
Who wh gay FAR entertain the Fair; 
K 


Let all with this juſt Maxim guide their Youth, 
There 1s no I in Love, but TR. [Exeunt. + 


E PI- 


thats, 


1 be * 


EPILOGUE. 


UR too advent'rous Author ſoar d 7 o-night 

| Above the little Praiſe, Mirth to excites : a 
Ard choſe with Pity to. chaſtiſe Delight : : 
Fer Laughter's a diſtorted Paſſion, we Me 
Of ſudden Self-Efleerm, and ſudden Scorn z A 
Which when "tis der, the Men in Pleaſure wiſe, 
Both him that mod d it, and tbemſelves, deſpiſe © 
While generous Pity of a painted Woe : 
Makes ut ourelves both. mare. approve and kb 

. What is that Touch within, uvhich AR 
For Man to Mon, s er Fortune made a Slave ? © | 1 
Sure it deſcends from that dread Power alt,, 4 

N ho levels Thunder from his awyfut Throne, © © ( 

And Halen both Worlds, yet hears the. Wretched 


£70an#, 


| Tis aubat the ancient Sage could new defint, © 
| Wander dau call'd, Part human, Part divint : 
; "Tis that pure Foy, which guardian Angeli know, 1 
When timely they affift their Cares below ; | : 
When they the Good protect, the Uebe; "Se 
1 Tis æubat our Sovereign feels hen ſhe beſtorvs, 


H Which vet ber glorious Cauſe ſuch high * 
f That only. en the rage you fee Diſtreſs, - 
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